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Around Town. 


At the meeting of the Ontario Teachers’ 
Association held in the Normal School this 
week, the chairman of the Public School De- 
partment read a paper in which he advocated 
the use of newspapers in schools as a means of 
education. This is not entirely a new idea, as 
the scheme has been tried, and in fact is still 
being used in some of the higher institutions of 
the United States. There is no doubt that our 
school system deals too much with abstrac- 
tions and does not go as straight to the point 
as it should. A coursein history begins with 
the creation of the world, comes up through 
the twelve tribes and Nebuchadnezzar, and the 
Medes and Persians, and Greece and Rome, 
and the Goths and Vandals, and Danes, 
Saxons, and Normans, and has to do with 
dynasties and involves the learning of thenames 
of kings and a familiarity with genealogical 
trees, and yet there is little which informs 
the mind of the pupil! with regard to the great 
struggle for liberty which has been the motive 
power in modern times as conquest was the 
central idea amongst the ancients. Children 
are taught dates and made to learn about 
battles, though why they were fought or the 
inner history of those who led the legions is 
necessarily left out because there is not time to 
attend to the ambitions either of a monarch or 
a people in the rapid chase through six thou- 
sand years. 


* 
ee 


If newspapers were used in the schools the 
practice would have one well defined merit; 
around what happens to-day could be clustered 
by the intelligent teacher the hundreds of 
similar events which, no matter how widely 
separated they are by time, are alike in mean- 
ing. If children learn—I do not know that it is 
possible to teach them—theimpulses which have 
made men fight for the mastery and women 
die for love of country, religion or progeny, 
they would start on their quest for informa- 
tion with a keener desire for knowledge and 
with far greater interest in affairs than they 
do now when history is’ simply a bald record 
ot cruel tyrants, bloody battles and bills passed 
in parliament. I had not the pleasure of hear- 
ing the paper which has furnished the text for 
this article, but I can imagine that a practical 
teacher must appreciate the necessity of hav- 
ing to-day, with its passions and people, made 
the center point around which must be grouped 
the contests of the past and the hopes for the 
future. The great trouble about education 
and the methods employed, isto give the whole 
thing a meaning. I believe that ninety per 
cent. of the children learn the multiplication 
table without knowing why they should be 


forced to tax their little brains over any such | 


thing; when they study geography, or at least 
when [studied geography it seemed absurd that 
I should have to become acquainted with the 
conformation and capitals of strange lands, I 
never could, and I never did, learn algebra 
simply because if I could reckon out the thing 
itself I did not know why I should employ un- 
known quantities and abstractions. I think 
with the majority of children thecircumstances 
are similar. Young and old alike desire in this 
rapid century to know what it is all about. 
* 
* * 

‘If an intelligent teacher took one of this 
week’s papers and read an account of Bis. 
marck’s birthday and the enthusiasm excited 
in Germany over the event, he could proceed 
to describe the federation of the German states 
and how little duchies and kingdoms were 
brought into the Fatherland; he could tell 
how old Kaiser Wilhelm was declared Em- 
peror of Germany at Versailles, and of the tri- 
umphal return of the troops. Naturally con- 
nected with that would be the Franco-German 
war, the war with Austria, the Triple Alliance ; 
the German descent of Queen Victoria ; the 
marriage of her daughter Victoria to the peo- 
ple’s Fritz,and how unpopular she was with the 
German people because she was too English ; 
the young Kaiser and his schemes for re-organ- 
izing the empire; the military laws of Ger- 
many ; the struggles of the Socialists ; the size 
of the army; the present attempt to establish 
@ great navy ; the similarity of the origin of the 
German and English people and the many simi- 
larities in language—the thousand other things 
which would as naturally hitch themselves on 
to the topic of the day, as being hungry would 
suggest dinner. 


o 
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The paragraph about Italy would suggest the 
Pope, the rise and fall of his temporal power ; 
Signor Crispi, Garibaldi, Bruno, Savonarola, 
Raphael, Michael Angelo, Cavour, Mazinni, 
the Carbonari, Victor Immanuel, and the strug- 
gie for political freedom and the unification 
of Italy. With such examples and the thou- 
sand bright stars in che constellation of Italy’s 
greatness the teacher could drift back to 
ancient Rome, and with connecting ideas in 
their minds children could more readily grasp 
the meaning of Roman bistory, of the splendid 
dynasties which rose and fell beside the 
‘‘yellow Tiber;” of the senators, consuls, 
tribunes and emperors who were at one time 
masters of the world. A boy when he began 
to read Cesar would attach a new meaning to 
the opening paragraph, “ Ali Gaul is divided 
into three parts,” for he would know some- 
thing about that country as it is now, And 
the Helvetians would not be to him a mere 
name, and Orgetorix when he got up to deliver 
one of those long harangues of his would not 
be an impossible person living in a remote 
period. Without going any further into illus- 
trations of the benefit of using the news of 
to-day as the text upon which to found a study 
-of yesterday, it must be apparent to everybody 
that, properly applied, the Brantford gentle- 
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man’s theory would be of immense benefit to 
the scholars of our public schools. If we can 
succeed in interesting children in something 
larger than marbles and dolls, we have taken 
the first important step towards engaging 
their minds in the pursuit of knowledge in an 
orderly and reasonable way. 
* 
* * 

While foreign news would serve its purpose 
it would be rather dangerous to take local 
paragraphs as texts. The writers of history are 
seldom successful when they deal with the 
affairs of their own country in their own 
time. Yet if newspaper accounts of current 
events were to be discussed in the public 
schools I imagine it would havea salutary 
effect upon the writers of these things. Men 
who are quite willing to pervert truth in order 
to obtain a personal revenge or partizan ad- 
vantage if they understood that their words 
were to be canvassed and the facts investi- 
gated by thousands of children, would hesitate 
to be known as the falsifiers which they are 
now proud to be, insomuch as if the falsifica- 
tion is done for a party it merely proves their 
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loyalty to their leader. If newspapers were to 
be taken into the schools I imagine some of 
the dirty advertisements would be left out, 
that a higher class of English would be used in 
writing, a nobler impulse given to the thought 
which is supposed to pervade public journals, 
Altogether the scheme has great possibilities 
in it and the gentleman from Brantford is 
deserving of the thanks of the community for 
having suggested a scheme not only of educat; 
ing the children, but of educating the editors. 
* * 

Does it ever strike the parents that they 
have any duties in these educational matters ? 
I have olten written against religious instruc- 
tion in the public schools, insomuch as it is the 
rock upon which the whole public schocl sys~ 
tem strikes. Yet religious education is ad- 
vocated by parents, rriests and preachers, who 
are unceasingly clamoring that this work 
which should be a part of the parental and 
clerical task—should be undertaken by public 
school teachers. This notion is a part 
of the lazy tendency of the age to do 
everything by proxy. Even Sunday schools 
are an attempt to attend to the religious 
education of children which should be at- 
tended to at home, and should be chie tly useful 
in developing the minds of, and affording in- 
struction to, the waifs and unfortunate ones 
who are without pious parents. This proxy 
business seems to me one of the evils of the 





century in which we live. The father thinks 
he has nothing to do but to make money 
enough to keep his family off the street or to 
find a place for them in society. Our public 
school teachers are expected to do too much, 
In Canada more than in any other part of the 
world [imagine they are doing it reasonably 
well, yet the danger must not be overlooked of 
expecting them to do it all as far as the educa- 
tion of youth isconcerned. For instance, of 
the thousands of teachers in Ontario how 
many speak good English? Do not the 
majority pronounce their ‘“‘a’s” as hard as if 
‘**a” were a bullet? When a child says “Cana- 
day ” how seldom is he told that it is ‘‘ Canada” 
with a softer sound? Instead of saying ‘‘I 
can” he says ‘‘I kin,” and instead of ‘‘I can't” 
he says “I kant.” In this way we are spoil- 
ing the music of our language and the harsh 
pronunciation of Canadians is marking them 
the world over. Then what is the deportment 
of the average teacher? Is it that of the 
cultivated gentleman or lady, or is it that of 
the partially educated person with whom good 
breeding is a secondary consideration? Are 


not teachers and parents forgetful that such 
beautiful masters as Dr. 
that ‘‘a sweet low voice is a beautiful thing in 
woman,” and that a gently modulated tone and 
a polite exterior are of vast advantage to 
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Holmes has said | this evil is dominant. 
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gage most of her time, does she not drop her 
music? Of course she would be foolish to prac- 
tice on the piano while the stockings remain 
undarned or the dinner is burning on the 
stove, yet it is not these exigencies but the 
whole tendency of our lives which seems to 
force men and women to drop the beautiful in 
order to engagein the useful. There is time 
enough for both. Thousands of dollars are 


spent by the prosperous without avail because | 


father or mother, or both insist upon being 
rude and regardless while engaging masters 


and governesses to teach their children how to | 


act. 


* 
*-* 


This proxy business is an enormous and a 
growingevil. Fathers and mothers are toiling 
away at money-making and housekeeping 
while employing others to do those things 
which they should attend to themselves, They 
are too often despised by the children who b2- 
come cultured because of natural taste and good 
teaching rather than by reason of their sur- 
roundings, while on the other hand they are 
imitated too often by those who are moulded 
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to do that is being most neglected, and I 
should be delighted if some greater educational 
authority than myself would raise his voice in 
denunciation of this damnable proxy system 
which is day after day making the boys and 
girls of this country the factory product of 
public and Sunday schools. What is to te- 
come of the individuality of the parents, of the 
race, if we are to entrust every educational 
department of life to somebody else ? 
* 


. * 

And right in line with this is the fuct that 
the father who reads his newspaper at home 
after dinner should talk to his children about 
what is happening, to keep them posted on 
men and the motives which govern them, on 
women and the ruin which overtakes them if 
they cease to be what they should be. Bless 
us all, is the fireside of the past vanishing be- 
fore what someone has called the “ hole in the 
floor?” Are we doing everything mechanic- 
ally, co-operatively, cheaply, and forgetting 
the duties that are supremely individual and 
absolutely necessary ? 


o 
* * 


It may be said that all parents cannot be 
educated, yet all parents have scme education. 
Never was @ man or woman so rough and rude 
that he or she had not attractive qualities of 
some sort. If they only teach this they are do 
ing something to prevent the output of our 
schools from being a factory-made article. It 
is not the child who is just the same as every- 
body else who succeeds in the highest degree ; 
it is the child who is himself, or herself, who 
bears the impress and has the halo of a loving 
care and of a widening influence in some 
direction, of a parent. In this new country 
perhaps we have done the best that we could. 
Illiteracy is rare and nice culture is equally 
rare, but we must try to rise superior to it, and 
the question that I am pressing is, are we tak- 
ing the proper means to do so? I have seen 
college and university professors in this city 
who have not as cultured manners as an atten- 
tive waiter in a restaurant. We must try to 
be attractive. It is not simply a question of 
obtaining a pretty veneer, but no matter how 
good the inside of us may be we must not be 
repulsive on the outside ; we must know how 
to act, how to talk, and we must have some- 
thing tosay. The age of rudeness in speech 
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by family and school life, and thusin every way 
It must always be im- 
portant, yetitshould not matter so much what 
our schoolmasters are like! The future 
generations should be moulded by the fathers 


either the boy or girl in seeking promotion in |and mothers. More attention should be paid 


life? In cities perhaps it is not so, but in coun- 
try places are our teachers always good models 
for youngsters to imitate? I have seen coun- 
try schoolmasters who never blackened their 
boots from one year to the other, and were un- 
fortunately so poorly paid that they could not 
hire others to give them a shine. Are the 
schoolma’ams as careful in the taste they show 
in theirown attire as they should be? Are 
they models for the little girls? Do school- 


masters sufficiently approach the standard of | parents. 


gentlemen in their conduct and conversation ¢ 
In anew country we cannot expect too much, 


} 


to what the parents doand say. Of course this 
cannot be controlled even by the Ontario 
Government, which has lost no opportunity of 
seizing upon the entire system; it must be 
attended to by the parents themselves. 
es 

Take table habits for instance. No school- 
master or schoolmistress can attend to them. 
Boys and girls are permitted to eat in the 
outrageous fashion by their 

Greed, wastefulness, a dozen 
different vices may be checked at 
the table, though those who make their dinner 


most 


yet itis in this new country more than any- i table the occasion when unkind things are 


where else that we are leaving the task | spoken are making a zreat mistake, yet those 
| whopermit their family to gather around them 


of cultivating our children to others. 
Do parents try to educate themselves 
so as to have an educational influence upon 
their progeny? Can a child learn French 
whose little attempts at conversation are 
laughed at at home? Can the young man or 
the young woman make much advancement in 
German if there is nobody to encourage them, 
nobody to talk with them? Ts not music madea 


and eat like little pigs are making an equally 
great mistake. Yet the majority of people will, 
if they are good-natured, gather their family 
around them and permit them to gorge them 

selves as if they were hogsatatrough. They 
think if they send their children to a good 
school on week days and Sunday, if they hire 
music teachers and dancing masters they have 


frill rather than a study When a girl gets | done their duty ; the balance of it can go to 


married and has household duties which en- 


Ballyhack. It is what is left for the parents 


and conduct is past. Genius can always 
be appreciated, no matter if the man 
possessing it is unattractive: but there 
is very little genius, and the idea of 
our schools and our homes I imagine 
should be that the commonplace person should 
be made as good and genuine and as attractive 
as possible, and the hope of accomplishing this 
must be based on home training more than on 


school teachers, 


. 
** 


In Saturday’s Globe appeared two letters 
which the readers, I imagine, were supposed 
to believe were fac.similes of two of President 
Cleveland’s early efforts at composition. I am 
not anxious to blame the (/obe for publishing 
them ; they are no doubt a part of the output 
of a syndicate, but of all clumsy attempts at 
deceiving the people I never saw a worse. The 
handwriting was that of a man who had 
learned to combine his letters after long 
grind. The utilization of the strokes of the 
pen was such as no boy ever learned even at 
nineteen, to say nothing of nine. I dislike 
these clumsy forgeries, because children read- 
ing them imagine that a man must be ex- 
tremely precocious in order to obtain great 
ness. The opposite is true; the precocious 
child seldom gets anything. Cleveland was an 
exceedingly commonplace man until he by 
chance drifted into public life; he had not a 
particle of precocity, nor were his early am- 
bitions or tendencies such as would lead people 
to believe that he would ever achieve pro 
minence. If anything were lacking to prove 
these documents bogus, it is the fact that the 
composition of no boy of nine years old has ever 
been preserved in America for forty years. The 
Globe is an ably edited paper and could well 
afford to leave this sort of thing out ; its influ 
ence is not good, insomuch as it erects a false 
standard by which both parents and children 
are apt to judge themselves. 

. *. 

How often we notice in the papers, and in 
our own lives, the death of old people who have 
but recently lost their life’s companion. It 
seems to me one of the most beautifully 
pathetic things in the history of our selfish and 
apparently loveless race, when an old man’s 
wife dies and a little while afterwards you 
read the funeral notice of the old man himself ; 
or the aged husband dies, and in a few days, or 
weeks, or months, chronicled perhaps in the 
same column of the same paper, you see the an- 
nouncement that his widow has gone to join 
him. I have an instance in mind when the 
wife of an old man passed away and the world 
seemed suddenly dark to the one who was left. 
The companions of his childhood and manhood 
had all passed over the river, and when the 
one link which bound him to the earth was 
putin the coffin the world became valueless. 
His children and his children’s children had 
companions and pursuits in which he was not 
interested and with which he was not familiar. 
He sat by his fireside alone, and as his days 
grew into weeks his desolation became appal 
ling. Then it was that he knew that the 
world was worthless, the prolongation of 
his years valueless, He wrapped the mantle 
of his age about him and lay down 
and died, Who would pray for old age, knew 
they of its sorrows, of the separations which 
like a pall enshroud the survivors ofa home 
life that is no more? How like ghosts the sha- 
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Written for Saturday Night by Allan Douglas Brotie. 


The season had opened and we had all taken 
a house on the Island forthe summer. It was 
a pretty place, facing the blue waters of Lake 
Oatario, and an exceedingly jolly party which 
congregated on the piazza the first night of our 
arrival. 

There were young Mrs. Mabel Swinton, 
pretty Elsie Warriner, Mrs. Varley, quaint and 
ancient as ever—in costumg, if notin years— 
Dion Courtney, myself, and last, but by no 
means least, Mrs. Varley’s nephew, Herbert 
Avis, the life and soul of the whole party. 

We had been sitting gazing pensively out on 
the moonlit waters of the lake, the superb 
boauties of the night causing us to drop inte 
a dreamy reverie, forgetful of tha hour. the 
place, ourselves, everything save that we were 
comfortab!e and at peace with each other and 
the world generally. 

Suddenly the charm was broken : 

“D> you know, Harbert, it’s a great wonder 
to me that you are not married.” 

It was Elsie who spoke, and it is scarcely to 
ba wondered at that her somewhat irrelevant 
remark caused us a shock that resultedin a 
p2rfect shout of boisterous laughter. 

Herbert Avis did not app2ar at all discom 
posed, however, but met the remark with his 
usualsang/froid. He was quite prepared with 
an answer to that, and any other equally per- 
sonal ob:ervation. 

‘‘My dear Miss Elsie, I do not wonder that 
yo1 wonder, It is aquestion that has ofttimes 
caused my eyes to fairly bulge with wonder. 
I; beats m2 how it comas about that an indi- 
vidual, whose universal popularity and god- 
like attributes——” 

“On! Oh!” from his listeners. 

‘*___. of haad and heart, coupled with anti- 
bachelor tactics, inclinations, proclivities, and 
a kneesy groveling at the feet (be they To 
ronto or Porkapolis size) of woman, lovely 
woman—it beats me,I say, how such an one 
is stili on the sunny s‘de of the wall.” 

“The sunny side? Be careful, sir!” said 
Mabel Swinton, as she made a lunge at him 
with her fan. 

‘Tam and wascareful,” replied Harbert. “If 
it had not been for my overcarefulness I should 
at this blessed minute be, possibly, wallowing 
u? to the neck in connubial bliss.” 

‘‘ Now, Herb:rt,” said Mabel, laughing, ‘‘you 
know you are prevaricating.” 

‘“My dear Mab2l, prevaricating is an awful 
word to use towards a young and defenceles3 
unmarried man,” retorted Herbert, unabashed. 
‘Telling ‘tarrara-diddles’ would sound not 
nearly so awe-inspiring, or make one feel so 
like a hardened criminal. Do not, I beg of 
you, spoil that pretty mouth of yours by at- 
tempting to swallow ‘ Webster on a bridge,’ as 
a precocious young relative of mine persists in 
calling that wonderful man, a portion of whose 
vast capacity for uo-English words must have 
been concealed som where in his boots. But 
whyfore am | prevari—vari—varicating, my 
sweet one?” 

“Oh, Herbart, you rude thing! Well, I'll 
tell you. You know perfectly well, Herbert, 
that the reason you are not married is because 
your mission in life would terminate with your 
bachelor days.” 

**Taanks, awfully ; and what is the mission? 
I vearn to know.” 

‘““Why, to amuse your feminine friends, of 
course. You know their name is legion, you 
aaughty boy. If you were married and we 
ventured to laugh at some of your silly re 
marks, we would probably have our eye3 
scratched out by your indignant spouse, and 
that wouldn’t improve either our eyes or your 
remarks.” 

‘““True—very true. Out of the mouths of 
babes and young married women cometh un- 
savory truths and sage observations. But do 
you know, Mabel, I was very nearly ‘kotched’ 
once,” 

‘Were you, really ; and we never heard of 
it. I think, Elsie, we should insist on having 
full particulars of this awful boy's experience 
with the love god.” 

‘**Most assuredly,” replied Elsie. ‘* Begin at 
once, sir, instanter.” 

** Well, to begin with,” said Herbert, ‘ with 
the exception of Dion Courtney over there, and 
you yourself, Mabel, the rest of our mutual 
friends here present are probably unaware of 
the fact that until two years ago I had an 
extremely pretty cousin livingin an entranc- 
ingly pretty place in Ireland.” 

‘““Why, is she deai, Herbert?” asked Elsie 


gently ‘ 

‘**Dead!” groaned Herbert. ‘‘I should say 
not. Sie is very much alive, and more be- 
witchingly beautiful than ever. She's now 


where I ought to be—I mean I should be where 
the other fellow is.” 

**Oh, she’s married then? ’ said Mabel. 

‘*No, she wasn't married then, but she is 
now, worse luck,” replied Mr. Avis, with a look 
of most abject misery. 

“Why,” cried Mabel, ‘‘you surely do not 
mean Lena Clare—Mrs. Fenwick?” 

“The same,” quoth Herbe:c; ‘‘and I fancy 
Dion remembers her too.” 

‘Remember Lena Clare!” said Dion with 
enthusiasm, ‘‘ Who could ever forget the fair- 
haired, mischievous little sprite, whom Herbert 
and I fairly worshiped as youngsters? But I 
never knew before that your boyhood admira 
tion for pretty little Lena followed you when 
you left Ireland, Herbert.” 

“Nor I,” quoth Mrs, Varley from her easy 
c .air in the corner, where we thought she was 
peacefully sleeping. 

“Well, aunt dear, if any portion of this | 
relation should prove new to you, please put it 
down to a filial wish, on my part, to avoid har- 
rowing your feelings with such incompre- | 
hensible foolishness.” 

** Do tell us all about it, Herbert. I'm simply 
dying with curiosity,” said Elsie with interest. | 

‘* Well,” began Herbert, ‘‘ Lona Clare and I | 
were brought up together, you might say, for 
we lived within a stone’s throw of each other | 
and were generally inseparable. In every 
amusement or piece of mischief that one might 
be into the other was not far behind ; we were 
regular conspirators. Then the time came 
when Dion and I went to K+on, and for 
@ period Lena Clare was almost forgot- 


ten in the whirl of a great English public 
school; save when the holidays brought 
us together again and revived the old friend- 
ship. Then I left Ireland and went away to, 
sizzle on Uncle George Varley’s tea plantation 
in Ceylon, where I was once more brought into 
contact with old Dion, whose regiment had 


been ordered there a few months previously. 


‘Then my uncle—dear old boy—died, the 
estate was disposed of, and my aunt and I 
sailed home to ‘‘merrie Eagland” once more. 
While absent in Ceylon, Lena and I kept up a 
rather desultory correspondence—at least she 
did, for I faithtully and religiously wrote about 
three times a week, so that when that blzssed 
Ciogalese mail bag eventually reached home it 
contained about a dozen epistles from me to 


Le.” 


“What wretched English you are using, 


Herbert,” said his aunt with surprise. 


‘** Mere poetic license, dear aunt ; I couldn't 
help it. Yes,” he continued, ‘‘about thirteen 
letters from one person, at one time, becomes 
slightly monotonous, to say the least of it, and 
if Lena began to get alittle bit weary of both 
me and my gushing effusions, who can blame 
her—not I, for one. The only wonder to me is 
that she retained her reason under the shock 
of such a dose of quintessence of ultra-poeti- 
cal idiocy. By the time Mrs. Varley and I had 
embarked for home, Lena's letters had become 
rather few and far between, whilst mine had 
dropped down to one a week—a change, 
by the way, which only necessitated her 


reading about three at one time, 


was dying for love of my pretty cousin—or 
thought I was, which amounts to about the 
same thing, the result being equally fatal in 
either case—and imagined that ocean voy- 
age to be more lengthy than the one Columbus 


took when he discovered Chicago. 


‘““The very day after we reached England, I 
sped over tothe Emerald Isle on the wings of 
the wind, or more properly speaking, on the 
slowest-going old tub of a packet boat in the 
three kingdoms. Lena was glad to see me, of 
course. That was perfectly natural, after an 
absence of three years. She would have been 
glad to see her grandmother under such cir- 
cumstances, The unexpected change in my 
appearance, also—a change for the better, I 
flattered myself—appeared to bring back all 


her childhood’s interest in me. 


‘We spent several glorious days together, 
and really imagined we were head over ears in 
love with one another. Oae afternoon we 
were wandering, hand in hand, beside the 
river. Lena was caroling likea lark. It was 
The Brook she was singing, and I listened 
with rapt attention and delight, my soul being 
charged with several hundredweight of mixed 


and assorted sentiment. 


And men may come 
And men may go, 
But I go on for ever—ever-r, 


sang Lena, when, catching sight of my face, 


she stopped abruptly and exclaimed : 
‘* What are you laughing at, Herbert?” 


“I'll swear I wasn't laughing. ‘Twas merely 
the workings of my impassioned soul, as 
reflected in a somewhat frank and open 


countenance. Did I hear you smile, Mabel?” 


‘Smile! you would make a giraffe smile, 


you foolish boy ; but go on.” 


‘* Your simile is apt, my dear, and speaking 
of giraffes puts me in mind that when I was in 
Naples last summer I happened to drop into a 
zoological resort one day—a place which the 
Neapolitans designate by the name of 
‘gardens.’ They had a sorry-lookiny giraffe in 
there which the keeper informed me in broken 
English was afflicted with bronchitis I 
observed, in equally smashed-up Italian, that 
it must indeed be painful to be afflicted with 


two yards of sore throat.” 


‘“*Oa, Herbert, please go on,” said Elsie, 


laughing. 


‘Very well, my dear, I will—let’s see, where 
did I leave off—oh, yes, cousin Lena accused 
me of laughing at her. Well, the very look of 
injured dignity she gave me caused me to 


laugh in reality. 


“* Hal Ha! Ha! D>) you really mean that, 


Lena?’ 


***Mean what?’ replied my pretty cousin, 
with an enquiring glance from under a large 
sun-bonnet and a pair of dark eyelashes that 


fringed two wonderful ‘ big boo eyes.’ 


““* What you have just been singing—by the 
way—in a most adorable voice. You never told 
me you could sing, Lena,’ I said reproachfully. 

‘** Fora very good reason, for I cannot—at 
leas*,’ with an effort to b» perfectly just to 
herself, ‘Ising when I am by myself, or,’ as 
she noticed my wicked smile, ‘ with someone I 
know well, and who will overlook all faults, 


like cousin Herbert, for instance,’ 


‘**T am glad you added that last sentence,’ 
I said, ‘and would be charmed to overlook 
any faults, allowing that there are such, which 
I deny ; but, Lena, you have not answered my 


question yet." 


* ‘Ob, Herbert, you base flatterer, and pray 


explain yourself—I don’t understand.’ 

*** With pleasure,’ said I. ‘ When you quoted 
those pretty lines of Tennyson's just now, 
were you referring to yourself, or this muddy 
stream ?’ 

* Lona stopjed short in her walk, and with 
drawing her hand from m‘ne, clasped her own 
together, and regarded me with a puzzled ex- 
pression, and then my interpretation of the 


| words came to her with a rush. A rippling 


smile passed over her beautiful taca like sum 


| mer sunshine, then her lips parted ina merry 


laugh, 
“**Indeed, I did not mean myself, so there!’ 


| she said somewhat defiantly, ‘I hate old maids 


and always associate them with black cats and 
teapots. I don’s know why. I suppose it is 
because Aunt Nora used to tell you and me 
stories, when we were children, which gener- 
ally consisted of an old maid, or a black cat, or 
a teapot, or all three together,’ 

“** What a delightful trio,’ I saii, laughing, 
and then, becoming grave again, ‘I am glad 
you were not referring to yourself, Lena, as it 
would be a horrible thing for you to become an 
old maid,’ 

“When I looked at the pretty, fair-haired girl 


beside me, I felt bound to confess that there 











































































himseif to the servants’ quarters. 


lieve, even more lovely than before. 


there—the sun-—-the sun—the sun—Lena! 


but——’ 


that morning. 


the po‘nt, what have you got to say?’ 
‘** About what, the p2asants?’ 


you love m3 in return ?’ 


built that way. 


mine—’ 
*** Your what ?’ 


gloved hand, and waited—and waited, 
length. 
“** Whatis?’ 


Herbert.’ 


her to be mine. 


‘Her answer was simply an assurance that 
she was not particularly fond of anyone else— 
at least she thought not—and would give me 


her final decision at the end of three months. 


‘‘ With such I was bound to be satisfied, the 


more so that Lena allowed me one sweet never- 


to-be-forgotten kiss, for was she not my cousin 


I argued, and she answered : ‘ Yes, of course.’ 
Mr. Weller may have had a holy horror of 
‘ vidders,’ but his experiencs as regards cou- 
sins of the opposite sex was evidently limited, 
or he would have devoted some attention to the 
study of such equally dangerous edged tools. 

“*Toree months wili seem like an age, Lena,’ 
I said, as I heaved a ten-ton sigh; ‘bat, then,’ 
visibly brightening, ‘‘ I forgo: that we will not 
be separated during all that time. 

“*No! Won't it be lovely—perfectly jolly!’ 
she cried with girlish glee; ‘and Charlie Fen- 
wick is coming down, too.’ 

**O4,ishe? And who is Charlie Fenwick? 
I asked, while I know my brow fora moment 
rivaled a coal-heaver's in tint, 

“** What! Don’t you know Charlie Fenwick ? 
Ha! Ha! Ha! Of course not, for he only 
came here last fall. He lives in the Seatons’ 
old place. Mr, Seaton is his uncle, and Char. 
lie will get all his money when the old man 
dies. He is such a nice boy, is Charlie,’ 

“*T am glad you like him, Lena,’ said I, has‘- 
lly dropping Mr. Fenwick for the present and 
starting a fresh topic ; ‘and who else is coming 


down?’ 


*** Captain Terrybe2rry and —’ 
“* Captain Terryborry !’ I gasped, for I knew 


him well and heartily disliked him. * You are 
acquainted with Captain Terryberry then, 


was perhaps one chance in a thousandof her 

ever remaining Miss Lena Ciare long, and 
that if I did not win her someone else most 
assuredly would. It was three whole years 
since we had parted. She was then a mere chit 
of a girl—Lena had, only that morning, re- 

minded me that I had called her so in the old 
days, and had laughingly commanded me to go 
down on my knees in the graveled walk and 
humb!y beg her pardon, which I had as laugh- 
ingly obeyed, and would have added something 
more, had not a ragged little urchin com3 
around the corner of the house to ask Miss 
Lena for ‘a few prayties fer granny,’ and then,, 
while Lena ran off to get the ‘ prayties,’ the 
urchin regarded m3 with a wicked leer from 
behind a flowering shrub, and varied the leer 
with an occasional horrible grimace, as if to 
stifle a laugh, whereat I so far forgot myself as 
to exclaim : ‘Get out of that you little devil!’ 
And the little devil did get out, and showed 
his heels and a parting grimace, as he batook 


‘*When, therefore, [looked down at the bright 
face and matchless form (Oh, I was very much 
in love, I assure you), both face and form so 
much altered since I had left hom:, and 
thought of the adage, ‘Make hay while the 
sun shines,’ I proceeded then and there to 
make hay—or rather, attempted to—while the 
sun, Old S>!l, whose breath hath warmed to 
life a thousand thoughts that, in his absence, 
had remained unspoke, just then coming from 
behiod a cloud shone for all he was worth. 
Miss Leona was somewhat startled a mo- 
ment later to hear my voice, charged 
as it was with condensed tragejy, and pos- 
sessed of certain ventriloquial qualities which 
made it appear to emanate from the region of 
my boots exclaim, ‘Lena,Ilove you.’ The smile 
died out of her face, and I thought she was 
going to scream ; but restraining the impulse, 
she cast down her eyes, patting the ground 
with one tiny foot the while, and looked, I bs- 


‘*** T repeat—I love you, Lena—dearly—madly 
—passionately. I loved you in careless fashion 
when we were boy and girl together. I loved 
you when thousands of miles of waste water— 
I mean watery waste, were between us, and 
the distractions of a foreign Jand and strange 
faces prompted m2 to forget you. The moon 
shone with leaden light because you were not 
I 
love you still—the Lona of the present is a 
hundredfold dearer to me than the Lena of 
the past, and I would have told my love b2fore, 


“*Dinny Burke prevented you,’ sugzested 
Lena with asly upward glance, and a violent 
effort not to laugh, as she recalled certain re- 
miniscences which Dinny had conveyed to her 


‘** Yes, he did,’ I savagely admitted, *‘ and 
at some future timeI intend to speak seriously 
to you as to the advisability of allowing dirty, 
unwashed peasants on the premises—but, to 


“*No. Damo the peasants !—I b2g your 
pardon ; but really, my darling, you do so rile 
a fellow. It is about yourself. Do you—can 


‘** Herbert,’ she answered rather seriously, 
‘there is only one answer I can make 
to you It is: Wait—wait until I am more 
sure of myself, and until you see more of me— 
you may change your mind, you know,’ and 
she shook her head at me with conviction, 
whereupon I replied with many choice and 
app-opriate epithets of contempt for people 
who change their minds ; that mine was not 


‘**Never!’ Isaid. *Lena, my love for you 
is too deep--too sincere to admit of any 
change, and if you will only consent to be 




















“*My wh—! What! Good heavens! My 
wife, of course. If—you—will make me so 
happy. At least tell me if my love is returned,’ 
and I again possessed myself of one little un- 


**T'm afraid it is, Herbert,’ she answered at 


** Your love. I am afraid it is returned, for 
I reaily wouldnt know what to do with it, 


**T would have then and there torn my hair 
out in handfuls, but had discovered by means 
of practical private rehearsals that nothing 
short of a wig can be removed suddenly in that 
melodramatic fashion. I contented myself 
with looking down into the innocent face, so 
full of questioning solicitude, and wondered if 
Lena was making a foolof me. No! It were 
sacrilege to harbor such a thought for a 
moment. My look softened as again I asked 


















































Lena?’ 

***T know him a little,’ she replied, ‘ but don’t 
like him, Herbert. He squints so, and always 
looks at the third button on your dress when 
he talks to you—he couldn’t look anybody 
straight in the face. And then he makes such 


QH, THOSE ROSES 


rs py . So healthy and 
] ) strong, 
. They bloom with- 







horribly cutting remarks about everybody else, out ceasing 
save himself. But you should hear Charlie The neat sum- 
Fenwick snub him sometimes. Captain Terry- e 8. 


berry always looks then as if he would like to 
aquash him like a little beetle,’ and Lena 
laughed gaily. 

“*T must say, I feel interested in Mr, Fen- 
wick,’ I said, trying to make the best of the 
situation. ‘* When shall I have the opportunity 
(I couldn’t say “ pleasure”), of meeting him, 
and pub'icly thanking him for ‘‘ downing” the 
Captain?’ 

‘** This very day—he is coming to lunch with 
us; but about the Captain, Herbert, I don't 
think you like him either,’ said Lena. 

““*No, I candidly confess that, like Koko, “I 
never heard such an unanimity of opinion in 
my life,” as regards the Terryberry ; but, by the 
way, his name reminds me of Dion Courtney,’ 
I said, ‘a3 the two cordially detest each other.” 

““*T have no particular love for him, certain- 
ly,” interrupted Dion. 

* Yes, I knew that, and I told her so,” con- 
tinued Herbert, ‘‘and she brightened up won- 
derfully at the mere mention of your name, and 
said enthusiastically : ‘Dear old Dion, tell me 
about him—my! what chums you two used to 
be, Herbert. Why, I remember when I was 
quite a little girl, he was down here 
in the shooting season. People used to call 
you Damon and Pythias, and once, when you 
quarreled—D/‘on stepped on your toe going in 
to dinner, I think—old Mr. Ardleigh called you 
the “lion and the unicorn,” and tried to make a 
most wretched pun by asking you to take off 
your shoe and show him the unicorn; where- 
upon everybody tried to laugh, and you and 
Dion went out behind the stables and punched 
each other's heads, and made both your noses 
bleed, and then fell on each other's necks and 
vowed eternal friendship. Oh, I remember it 
all. You were awful boys.’ 

**At this recital I felt my cheeks burn, and my 
ears tingle with mortification that this scene, 
which you and I, Dion, had often felt heartily 
ashamed of, should thus become a matter of 
history and be recalied out of the oblivious 
past, by my beloved, too. But the effort to 
look annoyed was too much for me, and I 
laughed as heartily as she. 

*“*And then,’ she continued, ‘I remember 
that during the county election, when Sir Abel 
Hardy and Mr, Wainwright were the candi- 
dates, you and Dion vowed you would do som:- 
thing for the popular man, who of course was 
Mr. Wainwright. And when Sir Abel called a 
mass meeting in Saltby, you put your two 
heads together and planned a_ surprise, 

Continued on Page Fifteen. 
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Girls’ Spring Dresses. 


VERYTHING goes this season 
in girls’ dresses, say the chil- 
dren’s clever dressmakers, In- 
dividual taste is followed, and 
a style of dress appropriate to 
each child is adopted. The 
short French frock with skirt 
to the knee is used altogether by 

fashionable mothers for girls of from four to ten 
years. Moreconservative mothers prefer skirts 
reaching half-way to the shoe-tops, while others, 
with two or three little daughters, dress each 
differently, having long Empire gowns with 
short waist for the smallest, scant French 
frocks for the second girl, and those of medium 
length for the eldest. Extremely long Green- 
away gowns, though still worn in Paris, are 
abandoned here, and the desire for shorter 
skirts extends even to those of babies of two 
years, which now show an inch of stocking 
above the buttoned shoe. The fancy is for 
plain untrimmed skirts made very full, 
many using three breadths of gingham 
in skirts for girls of four years, and 
four breadths for those from six to 
fourteen years old; but others, considering 
this measurement too ample, preter skirts half 
a yard narrower. Tucks above a wide hem, 
embroidered insertions, and bands of ribbon 
are used instead of ruffles when trimmed skirts 
are desired. 


Round waists of natural length are on high- 
necked frocks and those cut low to wear with 
guimpes, They are made full over a fitted 
lining of white French cambric, and are shirred 
or drawn on cords at the waist-line, then 
sewed with a cord to the skirt, many of the 
new models omitting a regular belt. Great 
breadth of shoulders is given, as in ladies’ 
dresses, by collarettes gathered to the stand- 
ing collar, by a full bertha frill around the 
shoulders or following the edge of the yoke, by 
full epaulettes, by revers, and by bretetles that 
widen on the shoulders. Puffed sleeves are of 
all lengths, from a single balloon puff with 
edge turned under to a fitted lining, or else a 
puff to the elbow with a ruffle below, or per- 
haps two puffs anda ruffle, while even infants’ 
long dresses are shown with sleeves of three 
great puffs. Mutton-leg sleeves and bishop 
sleeves gathered to cuffs are on simple school 
dresses of wool and of cotton. Sailor suits 
with comfortable blouse waists will be worn 
more than they have ever beer, both in the 
twilled cottons and ginghams, and in serges 
and sacking. The braid on the skirts may be 
omitted without detracting from the style. 
The newest guimpes of nainsook are trimmed 
around the neck and arms rather than length- 
wise, as with many rows of shirring just below 
the collar, or with alternate puffs and inser- 
tions of embroidery or lace. Little bolero 
jackets of the material of the wool skirt are 
worn over shirt waists of China silk or dotted 
taffeta that are fully gathered and have full 
silk sleeves, these latter serving as the only 
sleeves of the dress. Yokes are still in great 
favor, whether round or square, and are made 
very shaliow, with often a bertha frill below. 

* 

Girls’ spring frocks are made of figured 
woolens with pin dots, narrow stripes, and 
zigzag designs, of the shot serges, plain serge 
and hop sacking, basket-woven wools of two 
colors, corded and repped wools, mixed 
cheviots, and the many mixed silk and wool 
goods, in preference to the plain cashmeres so 
long used. Plaids are little used. * Crepons, 
deeply crinkled, wrought with small dots of 
silk, make best dresses for spring and summer 
alike. They come in ecru, pale green, pinkish 
gray, and gray blue, trimmed with lace and 
white satin ribbons. Bright red speckled 
woolens will be worn all spring, and in the 
country inthe summer. Satin striped challis, 
with white or colored ground nearly covered 
with small blossoms, makes pretty afternoon 
frocks. Fancy silks, glace surahs, or taffeta, 
will rival China and India silks, though these 
pretty fabrics will not be abandoned. Wash 
dresses for school and daily use are of zephyr 
ginghams, some with silk stripes, others 
with cords, and all with small designs of 
narrow lines and tiny dots or crinkled sur- 
faces, in preference to plaids. Linen duck, 
pique, and the Galatea twilled cottons 
will make durable summer suits, with a 
blazer or reefer to wear with shirt waists; or 
else they form sailor dresses, with a blouse 
waist. Organdy muslins with printed flowers 
and embroidered white dots are being made up 
for girls’ thin dresses ; also ecru batistes with 
gay flower designs. Pin-dotted Swiss muslins 
and those with tiny sprigs will rival nainsook 
for white dresses. For trimmings are open- 
patterned embroideries, with scalloped edges 
and as insertions, and beading of all widths, 
White laces of various kinds are used in pro- 
fusion ; those with two kinds of meshes, one of 
fine net, the other like guipure, being newest. 
Satin and velvet ribbons, one or two inches 
wide, are in contrasting colors for shoulder- 
knots, a large bow on the chest, a straight 
collar and belt, and three or five rows 
around the skirt. 


Girls’ wool dresses are not only made of the 
materials used by their grown sisters, but are 
similar in design as well. They have for 
general wear blue, gray, or tan serge or sack- 
ing dresses made with a shirt waist, and 
sleeves of figured, plaid, or striped silk, the 
wool serving as a Directoire jacket pointed low 
in front, and sleeveless, and has the skirt 
slightly gored in front and on the sides, 
trimmed with three, five, or seven rows of Her- 
cules braid. Some of their simple cheviot 
dresses have a detachable Derby colMr, and are 
thus ready for house or street. These have a 
belted waist with drooping puffed sleeves, and 
a gored skirt trimmed with two bias bands of 
the cheviot edged with fancy gimp. Gray-blue 
corded wool and tan whip-cords are made with 
a round waist that has velvet bretelles coming 
from the back of the sleeves, and edging a 
bolero jacket which opens on soft fronts of 
repped silk of contrasting colér. Their best 
gowns of crepon are simply charming, and need 
not be as expensive asthe creponsof last season, 
nor so deeply crimped, as newer ones are selling 
very cheaply. A white crepon made over pink 
silk has a wide folded girdle of old rose benga- 
line with stock-collar and sleeve puffs of the 
same. A pretty dress of pale green crepon 
speckled with pale rose has a high round waist 
































































































elbow. 


* 


gingham edged with insertion in front, back, 


gingham has three shirrings below the yoke, 
and isdrawn down in ten meeting pleats at 
the waist line, then continues lower to cover 


the lining, and passes under the skirt out of 
sight. A side form is letinto large sizes of 


this waist. The sleeves have a bias puff to the 
elbow, and are close below, with a band of in- 
sertion at the wrist. 


Many mothers prefer to make school dresses 
of cambric, Chambery, cotton cheviot, or ging- 
ham without lining in the waist. These are 
made up in shirt-waist fashion with a yoke 
across the back, the front like a blouse witha 
box pleat down the middle. Full shirt sleeves 
with deep, square cuffs and turned-over collar 
complete these waists. The skirt is sewed to 
the belt, and rows of braid trim the belt, collar 
andcuffs. A pretty fashion for high-belted waists 
of nice ginghams is to add a collarette or rv file 
six or seven inches deen, gathered all around 
below a standing collar, and reaching over the 
sleeve tops, The new dark blue ginghams, with 
white cords resembling Russian velours, are 
made up effectively with a high-belted waist 
and a pointed collarette striped with open-pat- 
terned whiteembroidery. The turn-over collar 
is of embroidery ; cuffs to match are on large 
mutton-leg sleeves. A square yoke of embroid- 
ered insertion or of beading threaded with 
black velvet ribbon is on pale pink, blue and 


yellow striped ginghams, with a deep bertha 


ofembroidery below the yoke. Satin-striped 


ginghams are not thought tco elaborate for 


these young girle, made with a bolero jacket 
front turned back in embroidered revers that 
widen over the shoulders from a gathered belt- 
ed front of white embroidered cambric. Indigo 
blue and white checked ginghams for girls of 
six years are made with a tucked round waist 
that has a wide sash of the material set in 
under the arms and tied behind in a large bow. 
Two deep ruffies or collarettes are trimmed 
with Cash's white feather-stitched bands, Some 
little school dresses are made low in the neck, 
without sleeves, but with wide ruffles around 
the neck, and are worn with a guimpe of pale 
blue or pink Chambery of very simple shape. 
La Mopr, 
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He Didn’t Look It. 





—Judge. 





Lincoln’s Repartee. 


Judge B!odgett tells of an occasion when he 
was down at Springfield that Abraham Lincoln 
appeared before the Supreme Court ina case in 
which the point at issue wasa certain lien 
upon a piece of property. Mr. Lincoln's client 





owned the property. The presiding judge| On and after MONDAY, MARCH 20, 


was noted as being somewhat pedantic. In 


the course of Mr. Lincoln's remarks he had I will be prepared to show a 


occasion to speak of the lien referred to and 
invariably pronounced it ‘“‘leen,” long and 


flat, as the word is used in common conversa- of MILLI NE RY, to which all 


tion. This visibly affected the judge. 

**Li-en, Mr. Lincoln,” he gently remonstrated. 

‘* Very well,” said the future President of the 
United States, hardly heeding the interruption. 
Pretty soon Uncle Abe warmed up to the 
exigencies of his case and, forgetting a‘! about 
the judge’s admonition, came out with another 
*leen,” as close to the vernacular as ever. 

“Lien, Mr. Lincoin,” the court again took 
occasion to observe. 

‘**As you please,” was Lincoln's somewhat 
nettled rejoinder. : 

“Not as I please,” came fom the bench. 
‘That is the prorunciation favored by Webster 
and by Worcester. It so obtains at Westmin- 
ster Hall, and also at our own Supreme Court 
at Washington.” 

Daring this exordium on the amenities of 


legal pronunciation Lincoln had recovered his 
proverbial good humor, and as a twinkle ap- 
peared in his eye he bowed to the court and 
remarked : ‘‘ Certainly, your Honor, certainly. 
I only desire to say that if my client had known 
there wasa'‘lion’ on his farm for so long a 
time I’m sure he would not have stayed there 
even long enough to bring this suit, and 
should not have the pleasure of appearing be- 
fore this honorable court.”—Chicago Times, 


gathered below a collar of green satiu ribbon, 
then drawn down under a flat girdle of ecru 
guipure, on which rests a green satin ribbon 
belt, to which the skirt is attached. Epaulettes 
of ecru guipure lace fall over large sleeves, 
Shoulder bows of green satin ribbon have 
bands pointing down like suspenders to the 
belt. Lace cuffs are on the close lower sleeves. 
The skirt of four breadths, each slightly gored, 
has a ruche of pink satin inside the foot, show- 
ing only as the wearer moves. Empire gowns 
of crepon for very small girls have the short 
waist falling in blouse fashion over a girdle of 
bengaline. They are shirred at the toparound a 
bengaline collar and have sleeves puffed to the 


Finely striped gingham dresses for girls of 
six to fourteen years havea straight skirt of 
four breadths trimmed with three insertions of 
open-patterned embroidery stitched on four 
inches apart above a four-inch hem, This skirt 
is gathered to a belt of gingham two inches 
and a half wide, overlaid with a band of inser- 
tion, a rosette of gingham concealing the hooks 
at the back. The waist, over a fitted lining of 
French cambric, has a equare yoke of bias 


and over the shoulders, with also a bias collar 
band holding insertion. The full lower part of 






































S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


BUILDING 
SALE 


whisper of one of several 
extra cut bargains that have 
a place on the counters : 


74 doz. French Wove Corsets, 
White and drab, all sizes, regularly 
sold at 85c. now 50c, pair. 


Ask for them at the ladies’ underwear 
counters and ask to be shown our 15c. lace- 
trimmed chemises and drawers. 


MILLINERY AND MANTLES 


The milinery rooms are doubtless to your 
liking. An enviable display New Mantles, 
the finest ever offered. Building Sale Prices. TELEPHONE 1289 


42-inch Hem-stitched Lawns, 15c. ; were 25c. 
wa Suits, Tweed, 2 pieces, $).40; 3 pieces, 

Fancy designs English Prints, 5c. 

Heavy Surah Silks, 50c. 

Great reductions in Serge Dress Goods. 

Ladies’ American Kid Button Boots, patent 
leather op $1. 

Table of Ladies’ Button Boots, choice at $1.50 
pair—goods are marked $2 50, $3 and $3.50 pair. 

Ladies’ Cashmere Hose, 3 paire, 60c, 


Shrewd out-of-town shoppers are plying us thick with 
mail orders. They know where to save money. Do you? 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 8 Queen 
Street West. . 


122 KING STREET 





Mrs. THORNHILL 


RICH LACES 


Point Gaze, Applique and Duchesse 
trimming laces, including some very fine 
pieces prepared particularly for millinery 
purposes. Chiffons, Veilings, etc. 


374; Yonge Street 
TORONTO 


Miss Paynter 


3 KING STREET EAST 
(Over Ellis’ Jewelry) 


The lady readers of SarurpAy NiGut are cordially invited 
to visit us ana see the finest assortment of 


TRIMMED MILLINERY 


to be seen in thecity. Our choice selection of 


LAOES AND VEILINGS 


is well worthy your inspection. 


Dressmaking Department in connection. 


ARTISTIC : DRESSIAKING 


MRS. J. P. KELLOGG, 636 Church St. 
Ladies’ Evening Gowns and Empire Effects 
a Specialty 
High class costuming after French and American 

measurements. 





INTERESTING TO LADIES. 


R. Wolfe, the German Mantle Manufacturer, is showing 
the largest and finest line of spring mantles and costumes 
in the Dominion. All the newest designs and latest 
novelties in c+pes and jackets, the sameas are exhibited 
in all the leading New York houses. And we guarantee a 
perfect fit and best workmanshipin any garment we 
sell. Prices moderate. It will pay you to call and see us. 
We can design any ladies’ garment or wrap as you desire, 
- extra eizes, without extra charge. Remember the 

ouse. 


R. WOLFE 


LADIES’ TAILOR, 


117 Yonge Street, east side, between Arcade and 
Adelaide street Telephone 1509. 


FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West (Upsteirs) 


SPRING OPENING 
Monday, March 20 








ER. 
{Le 
M ares DICE. 


iidewt®™ Pe! 


< 
ren 


| gee, 


fat" Bo 








oe. 


The American Corset and Dress Reform Ce, 
316 YONGE STREET.,. 


Having secured the exclusive agency for the Jenness-Miller 
Patterns, also the control of the Geo. Frost Dress Reform 
Waist, respectfully invite the inspection of the same. 
Yysilanti Union Suite in all styles. 


Pember’'s Hair Store 


127 YONGE STREET. 


Ladies’ Hair-cutting, Singeing 
and Shampooing Parlors. 


Artistic Hair Dressing in 
latest styles, 


Bleaching and Dyeing 


a specialty. 

A full line of Hair Goods, Bangs, 
Waves, Wigs and Switches. All 
kinds of Hair Goods made to order 
Ladies wishing their hair dressed 
for Poudree Ball, April 5, should 
make their appointment early, and 
avoid waiting and disappointment 
W.J PEMBER, 127 Yonge 8t. 

(late of Dorenwend's) 


TELEPHONE 2275 


A full assortment of French, English and American 
novelties in Pattern Hats, Bonnets, etc. Inspection 
cordially invited. MES. BR. BLACK, Mer. 


Miss HOLLAND 


112 YONGE STREET, 


(2 Doura South of Adelaide Street.) 





Choice and Well Selected Stock 





ladies are cordially invited. 
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ASK VOUR GROCER FOR THE 


“MONSOON” TEAS 


Indian and Ceylens 
The most delicious Teas on the market. 


STEEL, HAYTER & CO. 


LADIES 


Have you seen the lovely 


TAN SHOES 


weare chowing’? You will find 
it worth your while to take a 
lock at them as you pass along 
Kiog street. The 
prices this season 
are much lower than 
ever before. 


THE J. D. KING CO. utp. 


79 King Street East 




















SHE CATCHES ON. 


Every woman who once uses “ Lessive 
Phenix ” realizes that nothing she has ever 
tried before will do so much work for so 
little money. Sold by Grocers and Druggists 
everywhere, 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE : 





ESTABLISHED 1843. 





A WN SSP 
7] bine Sree? Wesr. TORONTO 


MODERATE PRICES. 


rlisses E.& H.Johnston , 


MODES . 
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“TNEQUALLED ” 


IS THE VERDIOT 


oF 
All Those Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 
DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchant 
Throughout the Dominion 


ARMANDS HAIR STORE. 
LADIES’ FASHIONABLE PORTISHES 


In Fringes, Bang, Puffs, Coils, 
on fine Long Hair 
witehes and Branches. 
Ladies’ and Gent’s Wigs and 
Toupees made to order on 
shortest notice. 


LADIES’ FASHIONABLE 
HAIR DRESSING 
for Weddings, Balls, Concerts, 
Soirees, etc. Ladies’ Hair 
Trimmed, Singed and shampooing. 
» SCALP AND HAIR SPECIAL 
TREATMENT 
after fevers, illnesses, eto. 
% ™ Armand’s Inkatenious Hair 
‘ NSS Coloring isthe best preparation 
ae , for restoring gray or bleached 
hair to their original color, $3. Armand’s Progressive 
Hair Regenerator is also a great improvement on the old- 
fathioned compositions of Hair Restorer. It is not a dye, 
and positively does not contain any injurious drugs or 
eee. Regenerates any gray hair. It never fails. 
rice $1. 


Armand’s Dermatological Department. 


Face Steaming, and Face Massage, Fxte:nal Skin Treat- 
ment and Manicure. 












J. TRANCLE ARMAND & CO, 
441 Yonge street and 1 Carlton. TELEPHONE 2498, 
TORONTO, ONT., CANADA. 


HAIR GOODS 


WIGS, TOUPEES, BANGS 
WAVES, SWITCHES, &c. 


Should inspect our stock. The very latest styles in stock 
or made to order. 

Ladies’ Hair Dressing Parlors alwaysopen. Only firet- 
clase artiste employed. 

Hair ornaments of all kinds. Prices low. 


AT 
DORENWEND’S 
103 & 105 Yonge Street, Toronto 

Send for illustrated cataloguee. 


BARBOUR’S 
Linen 


Threads 


UREQUALLED FOR 
ALL PURPOSES 
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j Stevenson, Mrs, C. Temple, and Mrs. Warren. 
Social and Personal. These were assisted in completing the details 
A very pretty and charming sight was the | of the arrangements by the following gentle- 
bal poudre on Wednesday evening at the Pa- | men, who acted as stewards: Messrs. H. Bol. 
vilion. ‘Tae ball was given in aid of the Ladies’ | ton, G. Bolton, Colin Campbell, K. Cee 
Work Depository, and was patronized and | H. Cawthra, R C. Dickson, J. H. Dyas, Pr. 
managed by the elite of Toronto. Women | Goidingham, Percy Hodgins, K. Montizambert, 
never look more bewitching than in the quaint | C, N, Shanly and Lieut. Laurie. 
powder and patches of the last century, and . 





the lovely belles of Toronto society bscame the 
: The Government | place on Tuesday afternoon, and was followed 


ancient mode to a marvel. 


House party arrived at half-past nine, and the 
te The music was | fashionably attired people attended. Mrs, 


ball began shortly after. 


lied by the band of the Royal Grena- 
ro 1 good ; the | black lace; Mrs, John D. Hay wore a pale green 


Webb. | gown of silk decollete, and her mother, Mrs. 


diers, and was extremely 
refreshments and supper were by 
The south gallery was crowded with specta- 


tors, who remained till after midnight. The 


attendance was not over large, and therefore 


the gowns and their wearers were seen dis- 
tinctly, while the dancers reveled in a superb | Mrs. 


floor and lots of elbow room. In fact, every 
undesirable feature of a large crush was 
absent and, as a pretty lady who dearly loves 
+ adanc2 remirked, it was more like a private 
party than a ball. Among the brilliant women 
who for the nonce were poudre and piquante I 
remarked: Mrs. Kirkpatrick, in a pink gown 
edged and corded with dark velvet, with 
borthe of white lace ani coiffure of jewels. 
The handsome lady looked as bright and 
interested as the 
had a cordial smile for each and all, 
Miss Kirkpatrick wore a handsome gown of 


pale blue brocade, with a very pretty berthe of 


trailing pink roses and foliage, which was 
most becoming. The Misses Angus of Mont- 
real, who were visiting at Government House, 
were much admired. Miss Angus wore a deli- 
cate dress of white brocade, with heliotrope sash 
and arich berthe of lace. Mrs. Fraser, a lovely 
visitor, wore a white satin, brocaded with a 
dainty design of fern leaves, and covered in 
front from girdle to hem with exquisite point 
lace. This was one of the most rich and rare 
confections of the evening. Mrs. Hodgins of 
Bloor street was in black moire with deep 
black lace draperies. Mrs. (Dr.) Hodgias, presi- 
dent of the Depository, wore deep green 
corded silk, with quaint vandykes of 
cream lace, a most becoming gown ; 
Mrs.Samuel Nordheimer was elegantly dressed, 
with French brocade train, with jupon of lace, 
and some lovely French blush roses; Mrs. 
Charlie Temple looked very handsome in pale 
blu2 satin with train and trimmings of very 
dark velvet; Mrs. Sweney wore a dainty white 
satin gown with gold pi3semanterie ; Mrs, 
Cosby was a handsome figure in cream with 
foot garniture of green velvet and gold and the 
fashionable deep lace en berthe ; Mrs. Charles 
O Reilly wore a trim gown of pale blue with a 
belt of pearls; Mrs. Justice Osler looked 
magnificently stately in black satin en train 
with plastron of cus steel passemsnterie ; 
another handsome matron was Mrs. Dawson, 
in a lovely old rose brocade with p2tunia vel- 
vet sleeves and train; Mrs. Hamilton Merritt 
was a sweet picture ina Frenchy mixture of 
fawn and pale blue, with foot ruche, Bolero 
jacket, and large faint-tinted velvet sleeves ; 
Mrs. J.D. Hay wore a Watteau train of white 
and silver brocade, over a jupon of old pink 
faille with pearl embroidery; Mrs. Hay’'s 
sweet face looks always charming and no cos- 
tume fails to become it: Mrs. Alfred Cameron 


wore green brocade, with gold passementerie | 


corselet; Mrs. Melfort Boulton’s b!ue ‘satin 
brocaded in panels of convolvuli, lemon yellow 
bodiceand lace, wasone of the handsomest gowns 
seen : Mrs. Harcourt Vernon wore a pale blue 
satin Watteau gown; 


piquante in cream silk and moss green velvet ; 
Mrs, Percy Gait was in acloudlike silver gray 
satin under white net with ste: fringe en 


berthe: Mrs. Watkins wore a soft princesse | 


cashmere with lace 
knots, and a 
coiffure ; Miss 


gown of cream 
flounce, baby nbbon 

most prettily arranged 
Adelaide Boulton wore a gown of mustard 
yellow, with large, drooping, puffed sleeves ; 
Miss Hagarty was in old rose silk, with knots 
and sleeves of deeper shade of velvet; Miss 
Cawthra wore white satin, with bordering of 
ostrich p'umes; Miss Nellie Gordon was in 
pile green faille; Mrs. Dewar was a grande 
Jame in rich black silk velvet, en train; Mrs. 


May wore black, with bright green velvet trim- 
Miss May was charming in white | 


mings 
satin; Mrs. Riordan’s gown wai lovely, a 
white satin with inch-wide stripes of pale 
pinkish fawn-gray, and dove-gray velvet cors- 
age; Mis 
white gown, with modish trimmings of 
warm pink ruches; Miss Gussie Hodgins 
was in a dainty gown of pale blue: 
Miss Ada Arthurs was gowned in cream color, | 
and carried a magnificent bouquet of deep red 
roses; Miss Riordan wore a filmy gown of em. | 
broidered lisse with pale petunia satin sleeves: | 
Miss Dennistoun was charming in shrimp pink | 
silk and white lace, and was beautiful y coiffee 
with pearls; Miss May Walker wore a white 
rainbow striped silk and hairina quewe, and | 
looked extremely sweet and pretty; Mrs, rea 
M. M. Kirkpatrick was chic and bright ; Miss | 
Hendrie, who is visiting her sister, Mrs. Flay, 
was in black with blue velvet trimmings. Bat 
time and space fail to tell of the beauties and 
their brave array. The most lovely of all was | 
undoubtedly Mrs, Norton, whe made her debut 
as a married lady and was, as of old, the 
ideal realized of a beautiful woman. 
She was in white, with blush roses, and pretty | 
pink ribbons on her fan. Many admiring 
glances were sent after her, and as she entered 
on the arm of her husband, Captain Norton 
was a wellenvied man. The ofli-ers from the 
Fort, some of the Kilties in trews, and Com. 
mander Law and Mr. Arthur Kirkpatrick in 
blue facings lit up the scene still further} by 
the brightness of their uniforms. } The Kilties | 
were especially well represented. The hand 
some colonel and major, not to mention ithe 
captains, were muc') en evidence and shighly | 
decorative. The whole evening's arrangements 
reflected great honor on those who had the 
charge of them. 


| 


| 


The lady managers, to whose energies and 
hard work much of the success of the function 
was undoubtedly due, were: Mrs. § Arnoldi, 


Mrs. R. A. Pyne was | 


Georgie Crombie wore a pretty | 


| most elegant seen in Toronto for some years, 


| and were gowned in cream white B :dford cord. 


Tae formal opening of the Legislature took 
by a reception, which a large tumber of 


Kirkpatrick wore viewx rose and black with 


Hendrie, was very richly dressed in white and 
heliotrope brocade ; Miss Hendrie wore light 
and dark green silk; Miss Lena Hendrie 
was in cream silk with brown velvet; 
John Taylor wore heliotrope silk 
under net with white lace; Miss Tay- 
lor, striped pink silk with feather boa; 
Mrs. Dawson was in velvet ; Mrs, A. S. Hardy, 
in fawn figured silk with mauve velvet and 
black lace ; Miss Pop2, fawn cloth costume ; 
Miss Kingsmill, rose silk; Mrs, E. F, Clarke, 
violet silk with heavy black lace; Mrs. Nichol- 
as Awry, a rich gown of yellow silk; Mrs, 
Garvin, a pretty gown of whiteand pink; Mrs. 
Hodgins, fawn silk ; Miss Gilray, white and 


youngest debutante and | fawn combination ; Mrs, S:ewart, an exquis- 


ite confection in purple and _ violet; 
Miss Margaret Danlop of Hamilton, blue 
silk; Mrs. G. W. Ross, rose-colored silk gown ; 
Mrs, J, M. Gibson, mauve satin ; Miss Gibson, 
pink silk; Mrs. Judge Kingsmil!, pur- 
ple velvet; Mrs. DuMoulin, black  vel- 
ver; Miss Dixon, white silk and green 
velvet ; Miss Gussie Dixon, pink silk; 
Miss Bunting, black silk with velvet trimming; 
Mrs. Taomas Long, brown satin ; Mis: Lam- 
port, dark green walking costume of cloth and 
velvet; Miss Gussie Hodgins, a walking c)s- 
tume of blue cloth, trimmed with otter fur; 
Mrs. A. M. Cosby, pearl silk, with exquisite 
white lace; Miss Tina Hughes, black silk, pale 
pink stripe; Mrs. Wm. Mulock, gray brocaded 
silk with white lace ; Miss Mulock, white silk ; 
Mrs. George Dickson, rose-colored silk and 
green velvet; Miss Sullivan, pale green silk, 
with an opera cloak of green velvet; Mrs, 
John Wright, blacx brocaded silk, pink stripe ; 
Mrs. HKred Moffatt, rich gown of purple silk ; 
Mrs, Cecil Gibson, rose-colored silk, with an 
exquisite hat of rose and gold; Miss May 
Walker, black silk, pale blue stripes and 
pretty hat to match; Mrs. Walter S. Lee, 
black silk with trimmings of pale blue; Miss 
Lee, pale blue silk gown ; Miss Mabel Lee, ina 
gown of cream and pink ; Mrs. Charles Moss, 
rich mauve silk gown with pale pink trim- 
mings; Miss Wilkie, greea silk under rich 
black net ; Mrs. James Crowther, black silk 
| with trimming of rich black lace; Mrs, 
Arthurs, black silk and velvet ; Miss Miller, 
evening gown of white silk; Miss 
Florence Washington, white silk with gold ; 
Mrs. Willison, gown of whi-e silk; Mrs. Her- 
bert Mason, black velvet; Mrs. Frank 
Yeigh, violet silk; Mrs. Irving, violet 
|} and black; Mrs. Hugh Macdonald, a rich 
gown of pink brocaded satin; Miss Baird, a 
pretty gown of blue ; Miss Maud Baird, in gray 
silk ; Miss Hughes, a pretty cloth combination 
of white and red; Miss Sutton, black 
velvet; Mrs Melfort Boulton, pink and fiame- 
colored watered silk ; Mrs. Samuel Nordheimer, 
a rich gown of sige green velvet; Mrs. 
“© 1eas Jarvis, white watered silk, black lace; and 
M s. Buchanan, green velvet and gold passe- 
menterie. 





A very elegant wedding was that of Miss 
| Dora Brown and Mr. Carl Miencke, which took 
place in St. George’s church on Tuesday after- 
| noon at half pist two. The service was choral 
| and the ceremony was performed by Canon 
| Cayley, assisted by the curate of the church. 
Miss Brown is a Quebec lady, whose parents 
| have been for some time residing at the Queen's 

Hotel. Mr. Brown is at present in delicate 

health, and his wife and family wished to try 
| a change of air with a view to his benefit 
| thereby. By those who have been so fortunate 
|} as to meet Mrs. B-own and her charming 
| daughters they have already been welcomed 
asa distinct acquisition to the most refined 
circles. Miss Brown has especially endeared 
herself by her frank and winning manner toa 

warm circle of friends, consequently her nup- 
tials excited much interest, and a pretty coterie 
of guests assembled in the old church of St. 
| George the Martyr to witnessthem. ‘The bridal 
| robe was magnificent, the elegantly finished 
work of a London Court dressmaker, and 
provoked a sigh of admiration as the 
graceful figure of the bride moved up the aisle. 
The shoulder train of rich satin brocade was 
wadded and lined with satin, finished at the 
hem with under box pleating of soft Brussels 
net ; lace, rich and rare, and lustrous pearl trim 
mings formed the garniture, and flat bouquets 
of orange blossom; and various light and grace 
ful snow- white flowers were laid on the train 
and petticoat. The drooping foot-fringe of 
flowers and lace was exquisitely arranged ; al. 
together, perhaps it is inside the mark to say 
that Miss Brown’s wedding gown was the 


The bridesmaids were the sisters of the bride 


with picture hats and bouquets of roses. Mrs, 
Brown, mother of the bride, wore a beautiful 
dress of black silk velvet, with court train 
and petticoat of yellow and white  bro- 
caded satin, draped with deep cascades 
of black lace; a small lace and jet bonnet 





| with yellow plumes and aigrettes. Mr, 


Stanley Mitchell and Mr Whitehead were 
groomsmen, After the ceremoay the bridal 
party and guests were driven tothe Queen's 
to partake of a recherche dejeuner and 
drink health and happiness to the bride 
and groom. The wedding reception was held 
in theroom knowa asthe Princess's room, 
where th: presents which had been received were 
displayed. A number of gifts were not, on 
account of duty, sent across the line, as Mr. 
and Mrs, Miencke will make their home in 
New Haven, Connecticut. The presents from 
the bride's two brothers were most rich and 





Mrs, M. Boulton, Mrs. R. H.; Bethune, Miss 
Campbell, Mrs. J. I. Davidson, Mrs. Dyas, Mrs, 
Hodgins, Mrs. Miller, Mrs. E. A. Meredith, 
Mrs. W. K. Meredith, M'ss Meredith, Mrs, 
Nesbitt, Mrs. Riordan, Mrs. J. Scott, Mrs, 


beautiful ; aset otevery article of table silver 
one could imagine, in sterling silver, 
packed in a handsome  oaken case, 
anda dream ofa Sevres china drawing-room 
lamp set in a silver gilt stand, and painted in 


beautiful designs of Cupids and clouds, the 
whole finished by a white satin and gold em- 
broidered lace shade with jeweled butterflies, 
a gift fit for a duchess. Miss Emily Brown, 
whose artistic talent is pronounced, presented 
her sister with eight large and exquisitely 


executed water colors framed in_ gold 
and white enamel, Scores” of lovely 
gifts from the East, dainty lace and 


rich gold and silver were admired by all. 
Among the guests I remarked: Mrs, Cayley, 
Mrs. and Miss L‘llie, Mrs. Temple, Mrs. Car- 
son, Miss Jones, Mr. and Mrs. Whitehead, and 
the Misses Dupont; a bevy of young ladies 
from Miss Dupont’s seminary, who are the class- 
mates of Miss Brown the younger, Canon Cay- 
ley, Mr. Martland and others, The bride and 
groom left on the 4.55 train. Mrs, Meiacke's 
traveling dress was of navy blue, with ecru 
trimmings ; a very pretty ecru rustic straw 
chapeau, and & modish little tri-fold cape, lined 
with tartan silk. 


Mrs. Kirkpatrick was assisted in receiving 
on Wednesday afternoon by Miss Kirkpatrick 
and the Misses Angus of Montreal. A large 
number of callers paid their devoirs, among 
whom I remarked: Mra, Moss, Mrs. and Miss 
Mulock, Mrs. F. Moftatt, Mrs. Hay, Miss Hen- 
drie, Mrs. Alfred Cameron, Miss Walker, Mrs. 
O'Reilly, Mrs. A, M. M, Kirkpatrick, Mrs, and 
Miss Macdonald, Mrs. Temple, Miss Bunting, 
Miss Riordan, Miss Hodgins and numbers of 
others, Mrs Kirkpatrick wore an elegant re- 
ception gown, a la Watteau, in black and pink 
brocade. A number of pretty spring chapeaux 
were visible, though the sudden snowstorm 
kept the dainty gowns in abeyance, 

7 

The West End branch of the Toronto Colleze 
of Music have issued invitations for a musical 
evening, to be given by the pupils of the college, 
in Broadway Hall, on Wednesday evening next. 

. 

A very pretty and interesting wedding was 
that of Mr. W. McLean McDonnell and Miss 
Marion Powell, which took place on Wednes- 
day at 2.30 in St. Stephen’s church, Mr. 
Broughall officiated. The bride was gowned 
in a white faille Empire dress, sash and bodice 
trimmed with chiffon and rare Venetian lace, 
with tulle veil and the orthodox orange blos- 
soms and myrtle. She entered the church on 
the arm of her brother, Mr. W. Beverley Powell 
of Scranton, Penn., who also gave her away. 
The bridesmaids were Miss Powell, in 
a sweet frock of green crepon and picture hat 
trimmed with ribbons and flowers; Miss Edith 
Powell, cousin of the bride and one of the belles 
of Ottawa, who wore a dear little gown of 
pale pink crepon, with fawn trimmings 
and large hat en suite, and Miss Me 
Donnell, sister of the groom, who wore 
a heliotrope gown and large hat in 
the 1830 fashion, with large bretelles and 
puffed sleeves, The bridal bouqu2t, and those 
carried by the maids, were of choice roses. Mr. 
Neil McLean, uncle of the bridegroom, was 
best man, the remaining groomsmen bing De. 
T. D. Thorburn and Mr. B»b Moss. M:ssrs. W. 
B.Raymond, A H. O’Brien and Jack McGilvery 
were the ushers. Mrs. Chapman, mother of 
the bride, wore a handsome costume of black 
and yellow, and entered the church on the arm 
of her brother in-law, Capt. Ansley of Port 
Dover. The wedding breakfast was at the 
residence of the bride’s mother, 30 Brunswick 
avenue, The testimoiries of affection and 
esteem in the shape of bridal presents filled 
one large apartment, and among them were 
noticeable five fifty dollar cheques. The bride's 
going away dress was one of the hands>mest 


of the green combinations that has yet been . 


turned out by any Toronto modiste. The bride 
and groom left on the 4.55 train for a tour of 
the American cities, a trip which, unfortu- 
nately, will be much shorter than originally 
planned, owing to the extreme illness of 
Mr. McDonnell’s partner, Mr. Charlie Scott, 
who lies at his home with typhoid fever. 
Among the numerous guests from out of town 
were: Mr. and Mrs. H. W. Ansley, Miss 
Beatrice Ansley, Mr. Clayton Ansley, Mrs. 
Skey and Capt. Battersby of Port Dover, Mrs. 
Tisdale of Orillia, Col. and Mrs. Walter 
Powell and Miss Powell of Ottawa, Mrs. Kow- 
man of Penetanguishene, Mr. W. B. Powell of 
Scranton, Pa., Mr. and Mrs. Taeodore E:sex of 
Sarnia, Commodore and Mrs. Williams of 
Buffalo, Mr. and Mrs, Alan McLean, Miss 
Alice M :Lean, Mrs, and the Misses McDonnell, 
Mr. and Mrs. Smythe, Miss Birdie McGilvery, 
Mr. T. McGilvery, Mr. and Mrs. Herbert 
Robinson, Mr. and Mrs, Ed. Fitzzerald, the 
Misses Bayley, Mr. Ned Bayley, Mr. and Mrs, 
McQuaig, Chief Justice and Mrs, Falconbridge, 
Mrs. Sullivan, Mrs, Aylesworth, Mr. and Mrs, 
Frank Anglin, the Misses McLean, Mr. W. B. 
Raymond, Mr. A, H. O'Brien, Rev. A. T. Brough- 
all, Mra. and Miss McArthur, Mr, and Mrs, 
Peachy Trew, Mr. and Mrs, Anderson, De. N. 
Anderson, Rev. G. W. Stevenson, Mra. and the 
Misses Fra:er, the Misses Scott, Mr. and Mrs, 
Jack French, Mr. and Mrs, Heald, Mr. and 
Mrs. Angus Sinclair, Mr. and Mrs. Reginald 
McLean, and many others, 
cs 
Another wedding took place on Wednesday 
at the same hour, but in St. Margaret's 
church, Spadina avenue. It made man and 
wife Mr. Percy D'Eyncourt Strickland and 
Miss Mabe! Bright, two great favorites in To 
ronto society, and was an ideal spring wedding. 
The bride wore a lovely wedding gown 
of white /aille trimmed with Genoese 
lace, with bridal veil and wreath, and 
carried a bouquet of roses and lilies of the 
valley. The bridesmaids were Miss Adelaide 
Boulton and Miss Eshel Ridout, with Miss 
Florence Bright, sister of the bride, as maid of 
honor. They wore dresses of cream white with 
full sleeves, and most dainty hats of white 
with green trimmings, ‘nese pretty costumes 
hai a most seasonable spring-like effect. Mr. 
Walter Strickland, brother of the groom, acted 
as best man, and Messrs. Charles Swabey, A. 
©. Bedford Jones, A. Strickland and W. 
Bright acted as ushers, The wedding recep- 
tion and dejeuner were held at the home of the 
bride’s parents, 15 Ross street. Mr. and Mrs. 
Strickland left on the 4.55 train for New York. 
Mr. and Mrs, A. McLean Macdonell intend 
very soon going into their pretty home at 201 
College street. Mrs. Macdonell will receive 
after April 17. 


The French Ciub meets this evening at the 
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residencs of Mrs, John Taylor, 460 Jarvis 


street. 
* 


Miss Dyas is visiting Mrs, Reynolds at 
Guelph, 


Mr. and Mes. J. Kerr Osborne have moved 
into their residence, Cloverhill, 40 St. Joseph 
street, where Mrs. Osborne will be At Home to 
her friends on Fridays, 

e 


” 


In honor of Miss L. A, Sherk, daugh- 
ter of the Rev. D. Sherk of Berlin, Ont., who 
was leaving the city for her home, Mr, and Mrs, 
Rowley of Spadina avenue gavea very enjoy- 
able evening party on Tuesday. 


Rev. A. G. Edward Westmacott of Brighton 
has, been visiting at 292 Jarvis street since 
Monday last. 


. 

The many friends of Mr. Albert Bradley of 
the eastern branch of the Bank of Commerce, 
whose serious illness we have before referred 
to, will be pleased to learn that he is now free 


from fever and is on the road to convalescence. 
* 


Mrs, and Miss Ley of Cobourg have been in 


Toronto this week. 
* 


The latest accounts received in Toronto of 
the health of Mr, Clarence T. Whitney are re- 


assuring. 
* 


Mrs. Williams, corner of Wellesley and 
Sherbourne streets, entertained a number of 
young people on Monday evening last. Some 
of those present were: Misses Coleman, La- 
mont, Brown and Maude Scales, and Messrs. 
Allan, Lamont, McNaught, Cox and Reed. 

. 


The members of Chesterfield Lodge, S,O.E., 
gave their final At Home for the season in St. 
George’s Halil, Eim street, on Tuesday evening 
last. Dancing commenced shortly before nine 
o'clock in the large hall, which was brilliantly 
lighted up for the occasion, and continued, 
with a short intermission for supper, until 
about threea.m. Bro. Prof. Davis filled the 
position of M.C. and performed his duties ad- 
mirably. During the recess humorous speeches 
were delivered by W.P. Bro. Clay and W.P.P. 
Bro. Home, which immensely pleased the 
audience. Several of those present kindly 
favored the company with songs, and a quar- 
tette sung by Mrs. Herbert, Miss Morrell and 
Bros. Nicholls and Herbert was received with 
marked approval. From first to last there was 
not one dull moment and the company dis- 
persed in the wee sma’ hours, very well pleased 
with their evening's entertainment. It was 
undoubtedly a great success throughout. 

o 





Mr. E. H. Bickford of Gore Vale entertained 
a party of friends at McConkey’s after the 
opera on Tuesday evening, among the guests 
present being Captain and Mrs. Norton. 


Hon. M, W. Elphinstone of Winnipeg, son of 
Lord Elphinstone, was in the city recently. 
7 


Last Tuesday evening a number of Mr. W. 
D. Grand’s friends entertained him at dinner 
at the Albany Club, and on Wednesday night 
at the National Club, on the occasion of his 
leaving this city for New York. 


Mr. V. H. Knight spent Easter with relatives 
in Woodstock. 


Mr. E. T. Malone and Mr. F. G. Inwood, the 
retiring president and treasurer of the Reform 
Club, were presented with illuminated ad- 
dresses at a dinner given at the Club house on 
Tuesday evening last, as a small token 
of esteem and in recognition of their service; 
to the association. 


A large crowd of young people thoroughly 
enjoyed themselves at a fancy masquerade 


: ball held at the residence of Commissioner 


Jones of Dufferin street on Tuesday evening. 


One of Montreal’s fair daughters, Miss 
Davidson, daughter of Mr, Thomas Davidson, 
is staying with the Misses Hugel at 210 John | 
street. 


Miss Hugel has been visiting Mrs. Nord- 
heimer, Glenedyth. | 


Miss Addie Richards and Miss Madge Mac- 
Leod of Woodstock have been visiting friends 
and spending Easter in town. 

° 


Col. Banting of Cookstown spent Easter in 
Parkdale, the guest of his nephew, Mr. Bant- 
ing of Dunn avenue, 


The Ontario Society of Artists gave an At 
Home in the Art Gallery on Thursday evening. 
A charming programme was rendered. 

e. 


Miss Pattie Hall, a Peterboro’ belle, is visit- 
ing Mrs, Strickland of 3 Grange road. Mr. and 


Mrs, J. Percy Strickland have also been guests 


Continued on Page Sizteen. 


PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 


Novelties in 4 Button undressed Kid with 
large Pearl Buttons, heavy welts and stitch- 
ings to match any costume. 


Chamois Gloves in 4 Button and mosque- 
taire with colored stitchings. 


CORSETS _ P. &D. 


MILLINERY AND —DRESSMAKING 


R.&G. 


Our Stock of goods and dress trimmings is 


now complete. Special lines in Hope sack- 


ing in all the different shadings, which is the 
latest novelty in New York. 


WM STITT & CO. 


11 and 13 King Street East 


White -. 
China '- 


DECORATING 


We are giving this line special 





attention. 


Gold 


We are able to sell gold at a 
much less price than it can be 
bought elsewhere, and we guaran- 
tee every box. 


PANTECHNETHECA 


116 Yonge St., cor. Adelaide 











“LADIES’ FOOTWEAR” 
We Keep the Latest Shapes in 


WALKING SHOES, HOUSE SHOES, DRESS SHOES 
and SLIPPERS, 


Try us for good quality and money saving prices. 


L. A. STACKHOUSE 


124 King ft, West (opposite the Rossin House). 





ESTABLISHED 1836. 


The 
Very Latest 
To hand this week 
Diamonds and other precious 
Stones 
Sterling Silver Novelties 
personally selected by our 
representative in the English 
and European markets. 

New goods to hand every 


week. 


THe J. E. Ellis Co. 


LIMITED 
Cor. King & Yonge Sts. 








| STILL D 
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RINKING 


UNFPILTRRAD WATRKRR 


Another Shipment of Success $5.00 Filters just received, 


Every 


Filter Fully Warranted. 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


(LIMITED) 


King and Victoria Streets 
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Out of Town. 


St. Catharines. 

The Fortnightly Club entertainment, to be 
given on Thursday evening, April 13, promises 
to be one of the most enjoyable amateur per- 
formances ever given in St. Catharines, The 


programme consists of the following : 
PART I. 


Mies Nay and the Misses Mack. 


2 Scotch Dance in Costume................. FAV eesepsases 
Mr. Allan Campbell. 


3 Solo.......... ......Daar Heart............. *....Mattei 
Miss Mack 
4 Recitation............ i | Serrreerrrrirrrrrrri rie 
Miss Marj rie Larkin. 
WMasmGwtad BOS... o.< vices. cecevvisscvedscsseces Selected 
Mr. C Flood 
6. BRADOED DRT oo 6s ec cesccdedecesecerstesecguccress 
Company A. Company B. 
Miss E. Bate, Miss B. McLaren, 
Mies M. Coy, Miss A. Benson, 
Mise 0. Mack, Mies M. Dawson, 
Miss M. Souter, Mise Mack, 
Mise M. Larkin, Miss A. Nay, 
Miss M. King. Mise T. Dawson. 
PaRT II. 

1 FRING cc cccé ciceer CURE oi ve ve cdeccivecesvesses 
€. DOD, .cvcccccvcccctedh Sedvenusscoess acescsvees Sclected 
Mr. Abbs 
3 Tavlos... .cscces SO TONEY BONG ss bec vecdcetasecseade 
4 Oomedy........... In Capid’sCamp ..............00. $s 

c Dramatis Persone 
Irene Grapeshot.................e0eeee Miss Mack 
Mrs. Eaphemia Rattletrap.. ...... Miss M. Larkin. 
Mre. Eva Fallbaoh...... .....sss00s. Mise C. Mack. 
Maj r-General Grapeshot......... Mr. J. T. Groves.. 
Rupert Vane...........-.6 560 cee eee Mr. Fred Coy. 
Augustus Falibach.......... Mr. Theo. Chatterton. 


crns—General Grapsshot’s private parlors, Hotel d’Angle- 
terre, Ostend. 


GOB 6 c05  icases Saved from the Storm... .O'Dourds Barri 
Mr. Allan Campbell. 
oo Se errr GOON UNG, os crccssvesvie Erminie 


I'he Tambourine Company, who are under the 
supervision of Mrs, H. M. Helliwell, are being 
thoroughly drilled by Captain Thairs, and the 
Good Night chorus from Erminie is to be con- 
ducted by Professor Read. It is hardly necee- 
sary to say that this pretty comedy, In Cupid's 
Camp, being in the able hands of our well 
known amateur stars, will be a huge success. 
This entertainment will be given in aid of the 
St. Catharines Lawn Tennis Club. CHAT. 


Brantford. 

Mrs. Thomas Watt of Alfred street gave a 
very pleasant afternoon tea to a large number 
of stylish society ladies on last Saturday after- 
noon. The spacious house was beautifully 
decorated with palms and flowers. Mrs. Watt 
was assisted in receiving by Misses Agnew, 
Buck, Goold, Cockburn and Gibson. Among 
the guests were: Mrs, A. S. Hardy, Mrs. 
Wilkes, Mrs. G. M. McGregor, Mrs. R. J. 
Smith, Mrs, Peter Woods, Mrs. Grant, Mrs. 
Geo. Watt, Mrs. Wm. Watt, Mrs. Frank Cock- 
shutt, Mrs. J. G. Cockshutt, Mrs. Phil Buck, 
Mra. Walter Turnbull, Mrs. Wm. Buck, Misses 
Watt, Hossie, Philip, Shannon, Verity, Trues- 
dale and Gibson. 

Miss Marie Orr, a pretty blonde from Strat- 
ford, has been visiting friends at the Ladies’ 
College. 

I regret to announce the departure of one of 
our fair society belles, namely Miss Fair, who 
has gone with her parents to Detroit, where 
they willin future reside. Miss Fair will be 
greatly missed among her numerous friends. 

Another interesting society engagement is 
announced between Miss Buck, daughter of 
Mr. Wm. Buck, and Mr. George D. Heyd, a 
clever young barrister. 

Mr. Chas. Wisner of Toronto is spending 
Easter with his parents. 

Miss Eina Wilkes and Miss Edith Johnson 
are home from college for a vacation. 

Miss E. M. Bunnell, B.A., is visiting friends 
in Toronto. 

The city seemed very lively this week, owing 
to the running of the new electric cars. I no. 
ticed that some pedestrians move out of the 
way about as quickly as the horses. 

Miss Gertie Butary, a sweet London girl, is 
visiting in the city this week. SaILor, 

Port Hope. 

Mrs. A. W. Spooner entertained the Port 
Hope Banjo and Guitar Club at supper on 
Wednesday of last week, the occasion cele- 
brated being the birthday of Mr. Bennett, 
one of the most talented members of this 
gifted organization. About twenty guests 
were present including several from a distance, 
Tae evening was spent in entertainment of a 
musical and literary order. Among those who 
contributed to the success of the occasion were : 
Miss Spooner, Miss Corbett, Miss Farquharson, 
Miss Mable Corbett, Miss Josie Corbett, Mr. 
Rodrick Smart, Mr. Walter Ross, Mr. W. F. 
Trayes, Mr. D. H. Chisholm of Lindsay and Mr, 
Harry Henwood of Toronto. Supper was 
elaborately served, the table being set with 
delicate taste and decorated with cut flowers. 
Mr. Bennett’s health was proposed and heartily 
drunk, and his friends embraced the occasion 
to present him with a handsome gift. Mr. 
Bennett made a very graceful acknowledgment 
of the honor done him. Mr. Chisholm gallantly 
proposed the health of Mrs. Spooner, during 
which he appropriately referred to the debt of 
gratitude the Banjo and Guitar Club owe to 
this energetic and estimable lady, who from 
the first has been its patron and warmest 
friend. The other toasts were drunk with 
equal enthusiasm, Dancing was indulged in 
after supper. 

Miss Mamie Furby entertained a large party 
of friends last week. Cards and dancing were 
the order of the evening, and those present 
greatly enjoyed the occasion. 

Mrs. Harry Read gave an At Home on Mon. 
day of last week, when she received a number 
Dancing was the amusement of the 





of guests. 


evening. 
Miss Bletcher was At Home on last Saturday 


evening. Among the guests we noticed : Miss 
H. S. Patterson, Miss Quay, Miss Corbett, Miss 
King, Miss Stanton of Toronto, Mr. Ralph 
Quay of Belleville, Messrs, Ed Read and Stanley 
Paterson of Toronto, E. J, Baird and W. F. 


Trayes. 





Port Elgin 

The bachelors and benedicta gave 4 very suc- 
cessful dance last Monday evening, it being the 
most enjoyable event of the season, Never 
were dancers more indefatigable than upon 
this occasion, and the music was fully taken 
advantage of until the witching hour of mid- 
night, when lunch was served, after which danc- 





























TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


ing was resumed with renewed zest and lasted 
long into the night. Among those present 
were: Mrs, Fenton of Brampton, Miss Fox of 
Walkerton, Miss Wilson of Brussels, Mr. J. 
Paterson of Seaforth, Mr. D. Smith of Chicago, 
Mr. H Aylwin of Hamilton, Mr. F. Sinclair of 
Toronto, Mr. H. Skea of Port Hope, Dr. and 
Mrs, Hilker of Jamaica, Miss Belyea of Lind- 
say, Miss Carey, and Messrs. Gray, Carey and 
Allen of Southampton, Misses Pater:on, 
Thomson, McLaren, Cameron, McGillivray, 
Wagner, Shaw, Hunter, Stafford, Hilker, 
Hopper, Wallace, Mr. and Mrs, Lillie, and 
Messrs. Cameron, Robinson, Barber, Falconer, 
Marrs, Hilker, Stephens, Duff, Ewald and 
Hunter. The bachelors and benedicts should 
be congratulated on the success of their hop, 
and hope they may have another in the near 
future. Harry. 





Kingston. 

On Friday evening a very enjoyable party 
was given by Miss Mabel Miller of Alfred 
street. A novel feature in the entertainment 
was that the invitations were sent in verae, 
requesting answers in verse from each invited 
guest. There were about fifty-five answersin 
verse read and voted on by the guests, and a 
prize awarded thereon to Mr. H. B. Telgmann 
of the Conservatory of Music. 

The Ethel Armstrong Concert Company sus- 
tained their reputation here last Thursday 
evening. Miss De Geer’s sweet ballads and 
Miss Alida V. Jackson’s stage appearance were 
particularly taking. The recitations by Miss 
Jackson showed dramatic instinct. Little 
Ethel Armstrong sustained her reputation as 
“Queen of the violin” and was repsatedly re- 
called. Mr. O. F. Telgmann’s opening overture 
was in his usual style. 

A concert was given in the Methodist church, 
Portsmouth, on Monday evening by the Sun- 
day school children under the supervision of 
Rev. J. H. Ainsworth. The children acquitted 
themselves admirably. Master McClymoht 
gave a violin solo, and James Halliday and 
Miss Nellie Connery each a solo, all reflecting 
the highest credit on their teacher, Miss 
Mooney. 

The entertainment given on Monday night in 
the City Hall by the St. Gertrude’s Society was 
@ great success, both from a musical and a 
pecuniary point of view. Ald. Behan as chair- 
man was witty in his remarks, and all the 
assembly appreciated the first-class programme, 
which was as follows: Chorus, Hastening from 
the Hills, ladies of S‘. Gertrude; song, Mr. 
Cochrane ; song, Shamrocks, Miss Mary Thomp- 
son ; recitation, Mr. J. Jaquith; song, Will You 
Follow Me? Miss May Mullen; song, Mr. P. 
Scanlon ; song, Miss Ida Shaw ; tableau, Faith, 
Hope and Charity; song, Mr. W. Cochrane ; 
selection, Mr. Elliott ; selection, Guitar Club ; 

quartette, Grace Darling; recitation, Miss 
Tillie Shaw ; song, Miss Lillie Matheson ; song, 
Mr. Kelly; song, Twelve Months, Miss Mathe- 
son; tableau, Miss Matheson; song, Believe 
Me, Miss Mary Thompson ; song, Miss Clancy ; 
tableau, Misses Matheson and Mullen; recita- 
tion, Mr. James Jaquith. 





Hamilton. 

Mrs, John W. Gage gave a very extensive 
euchre party last week, after which dancing 
and supper were enjoyed until a late hour. 

Mrs. Alex. Murray gave a whist party this 
week ; the supper table was decorated with 
daffodils and yellow silk. Among those pre- 
sent were: Mrs, Gartshore, Mrs, Gates, Mrs. 
Jones, Mrs. Bankier, Mrs. Hobson, Mrs. Hen- 
drie, Mrs. Young, Miss Leggat, Miss Walker 
of Toronto, Miss Broughton, Miss Hobson, 
and Miss Hendrie, and Messrs. Browne, Leg- 
gat, Murray, Gates, Dr. Vernon, Jones, 
Bankier, Hobson, and Beattie. 

Miss Nellie Coldham of Toledo, who has been 
the guest of Mrs. James Mills, left for her 
home last Saturday. 

Mrs. George Browne of Winnipeg, on Friday 
evening last gave an At Home at 229 Herkimer 
street, to her lady friends. Among those pre- 
sent were: Mrs. Lloyd Mewburn, Mre, McQues- 
ten, Miss McQuesten, Mrs. McGiverin, Mrs. 
Osborne, Miss Clarke, Miss G. Caddy, Miss 
Fisher, Miss Eva Powis, Miss Oulton. 

The tennis meeting was held at the residence 
of Mrs, Leggat this week to discuss a tea club. 
A large number of players were present, and 
the ladies decided to take turn about in supply- 
ing tea one afternoon in the week and ask gen- 
tlemen to join in the hospitality. Only those 
male players invited would be expected to play. 
This will make three days for the ladies a week. 

Mre. Rastrick was at home toa few friends 


on Friday evening. 
60 "=! 


Prof, E. Masson of 53 St. Vincent street hav- 
ing severed his connection with the Ingres- 
Coutellier School of Languages, after having 
been five years in that institution, is prepared 
to receive pupils in French. 





A Spring Drive. 


I. 
Moonlight on the fielde around us ; 
Saoow just here and there in patohes ; 
Lightnin’, first o’ season, flarin’ 
In the south in fite an’ enatches, 
Not much music either, ‘ceptin’ 
Where the gurglin’ wash kept pourin’, 
An’ dogs barkin’ sort cf second 
To the dam's low, smothered roarin’. 


IL. 
Moonlight on the road ahead, an’ 
Gliintin’ on the water risen’ 
Over fenoe, an’ road, an’ bridges ; 
Never etoppin’ for the whys an’ 
Wherefores it should keep on runnin’ 
Till it had « fall possession 
Of the tuwnship—county, too—an’ 
Every lane an’ blame concession. 


iil, 
I had Cissy Hayes along, an’ 
That black mare that does her mile in 
Sprintia’ time in the top buggy ; 
An’ we come along, just pilin’ 
Up the record, when the water— 
Where the orick was high an’ floodin’ 
All the earth from Burke's to Billin'e— 
Stopped us kinder short an’ sudden. 


IV. 
It looked risky ; but there wasn't 
Any show of goin’ round tt— 
*Ceptin’ ‘bout four miles by Perkine’— 
And the mare seemed game to sound it. 
Is was strong—well, o's temptation 
When )'r started—an’ it’s cheaper 
To turn back sometimes j set when you 
Fiad it’s j ust @ leetle deeper. 


JOHN CATTO & SON 


NEW SUMMER SILKS 


in Printed Foulards, Corahs Pongees, also Stripe, Chine, Plaid and Shot Glaces, 


and Surahs. 
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WINE COOLER. 





WOOL DRESS FABRICS 


in Henriettas, Plain and Shot Bengalines, Silk and Wool Repps, Crepons, Cheviots 
and Homespuns. 


PRINTED DELAINES AND CHALLIES 
in Latest Novelties of the season. 


KING STREET - OPPOSITE THE Post OFFICE 








V. 
Tell the truth, first Cissy said I 
Hadn't spunk t’ drive her through it, 
But there was another reason, 
Good er bad, that druv me to it, 
I had popped the Q to Cissy 
At the sugar-bush that after— 


MAKE A BRILLIANT DISPLAY OF | 





Brave an’ cool ; an’, as a fact, she | 
Didn’t mean that no” she gave ; | 
She was really only tryin’ 

It I loved her; that she loved me, | 
Since we both came so near dyin’. 

| | 


Then I said I'd changed my mind, too, 











Noon, an’ been refused, an’—well, I On reflaction. As to wheth 
Couldn't stand her chin and laughter. Which was ooekes ¥ ni 
‘as a question. 
VL. Who had showed the bravest feather 

In we went, the water runnin’ Was a query also, seein’ 
Belly-high around the mare, an’ How we hung on to each other ; 
Then our feet ; an’ Cissy cryin’ She jest closer than a sister, 
That she'd taken back her darin’, Me jest close as any brother. 
An’ that she would go back with it Xt 
If ’dturp. Turn! Land o’ sinners! ; 
Brod eat tot ca soca ye hype mba 4 
Road built by them toll-gate skinners ! Who's a poet—quoted somethin’ : if - , 

VIL. About lions an’ a lady. ee ; 
But there came a crash ahead, an’ a po ponenhtodenedhe mal ] 
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Built a suffocatin’ fire. 


iX 
Cissy blushed at me, an’ whispered 
That she changed her mind, an’ that she 
Loved me now because I acted 


Sallie—I—er—lI guess so. 








Bashful. 
John—Sallie, ef I was to ask if you’d marr 
me, do you thing you'd say yes ? , Y 


John—Waz-al, ef I ever git over this ’ere darn 
j bashfulness I'll ask you some of these times, 
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CHAPTER XIII. | 
“ OME, THAT 1 SHOULD EVER SEE THE LIGHT.” 

The Baynhams’ dinner party was a function 
to be anticipated with horror and undergone 
with resignation. For the first week after the 
acceptance of the invitation the ceremony had 
seemed so far off that it could be talked about 
lightly, and even made an occasion for mirth— 
Allegra giving her own little sketch of what a 
dinner at Myrtle Lodge would be like—the 
drawing room with its wealth of chair-backs 
and photograph albums, and the water color 
landscapes which Mrs, Baynham had painted 
while she was at a finishing school at Plymouth, 
never having touched a brush or pencil since, 
and Mrs. Baynham’s rosy-cheeked nieces from 
Truro, who always appeared on the scene of 
any festivity. Yes, one could tell beforehand 
what the entertainment would be like. 

One thing they did not know, however, Mrs, 
Baynham having been discreetly silent on the 
subject. They did not know that they were to 
meet the Glenaveril family in full force, the 
doctor’s wife being of opinion that a friendly 
dinner party was the panacea for all parish 
quarrels and small antagonisms, and that by 
judiciously bringing the Crowthers and the 
Disneys together at a well spread board and 
in the genial atmosphere of her drawing room 
she could bring about an end of the feud, or 
tacit coldness, which had divided the Angler's 
Nest and Glenaveril since Colonel Disney's 
home-coming. It was a disappointment to this 
worthy woman to see Vansittart Crowther, 
when Colonel and Mrs. Disney were announced, 
glare and start as if a mad dog had been 
brought into the room, but she was relieved at 
seeing the easy nod which the Colonel be- 
stowed upon his vanquished foe, and the 
friendly hand which good Mrs. Crowther held 
out to Isola, who paled and blushed, and all 
but wept at the meeting with that slighted. 
matron. 

**T don’t know why you never come to see 
me,” said Mre. Crowther confidentially, having 
made room for Isola upon a very pretentious 
and uncomfortable sofa of the cabriole period, 
a sofa with a sloping seat anda stately back 
in three oval divisions, heavily framed in 
carved walnut, a back against which it was an 
agony to lean, a seat upon which it was an 


effort to sit. “But I don't see why we/| 
shouldn't be friends when we happen to} 
meet.” 


‘* Dear Mrs, Crowther, we are always friends. 
I shall never forget all your kindness to me.” 

‘There, there; you're a tender-hearted soul, | 
I know. 
you whea you were ill, and not to pay atten- 
tion to your baby. Suck a sweet little fellow. 
too. I've given him many a kiss on the sly 
when I’ve met him and his nurse in the lanes. 
I suppose Mr. Crowther and the Colonel don’t 
hit their horses very well together. That’s at 
the bottom of it all, nodoubt. But as for you 
and me, Isola, I hope we shall always be good 
friends.” 

This confidential talk the two 
women, observed by Mrs, Baynham out of the 
corner of her eye, augured well; but Mr. Crow- 
ther had not left off glaring, anda glare in 
those protruding eyeballs was awful. He 
usurped the hearth rug, as he laid down the 
law about the political situation and the im- 
pending ruin of the country. 

‘* A feeble policy never maintained the pres- 


between 


tige of any country, sir,” he told Captain Pen- 
treath, the half-pay bachelor, who was devoted 
to fishing and cared very little whether his 
country had prestige or shuffled on without it 


so long asthe tish would bite. ‘* We have lost 
our prestige since Lord Beaconsfield’s death, 
and with our prestige we are losing our influ 


The continental powers leave us out of 


ence. 
their calculations. The neutral policy of the 
last ten years has stultified the triumph of 
British arms from Marlborough to Wellington. 
The day will come, sir, when the world will 
cease to believe in the history of those magnifi 
cent campaigns. People will say, ‘These are 
idle traditions. England couid never have been 
a warlike nation.’” 

Captain Pentreath tried to look interested, 
but was obviously indifferent to the opinion of 


future ages, aud intent upon watching Alle- 
gra, looking her handsomest in a yellow silk 
gown, and deep in talk with Captain Hulbert, 
who leaned his tall form against Mrs. Bayn- 
ham’'s cottage piano, which, with a view to 
artistic effect, had been draped with striped 


Indian stuffs and wheeled into a slanting posi 
tion that made the room more difticult of navi 
gation. 

One only of the rosy cheeked nieces was 


allowed to appear at the dinner table; firstly, 
because the table was e tight fit for twelve, 
and secondly, because a thirteenth would have 
excited superstitious fears. The younger sis 
ter, whom people asked about with tender 
solicitude, was to be on view afterwards, when 
she would take part, with her sister, in the 
famous overture to Zampa, which, although 
not exactly a novelty, will always open a mu- | 
sical evening with eclat 

Everyone had arrived, and after a chilling | 
delay, Potts, the local fishmonger, who had 
been a butler, and who went out to wait at | 
dinner parties and was as familiar a figure as 
a saddle of mutton or a cod’s head and shoul 
ders, made his solemn announcement, and with | 
an anxious mind Mrs. Baynham saw her 
guests file off across the narrow hall, somewhat 
overfurnished with stags heads, barometers, | 
gig-whips and umbrella stands, to the dining 
room, while a hot blast of roast meat and game 
burst from the adjacent kitchen. 

Mrs. Baynham had allotted Isola to Mr. | 
Crowther, determining to carry out her idea of 
bringing about friendly feeling. Mr, Baynham 
took Mrs. Crowther, and Captain Pentreath 
had the privilege of escorting Belinda, whose 
sentiments and airs and graces of every kind 
he knew by heart. There was no more excite- 


It grieved me so not to go and see | 


BY THE AUTHOR. 


ment in such companionship than in going in 
to dinner with his grandmother. What is the 
use of being brought in continual association 
with a handsome heiress if you know yourself 
a detrimental. 

**She would no more look at me asa lover 
than she would at a Pariah dog,” said the 
captain, when some officious boon companion 
at the club suggested that he should enter him- 
self for the Crowther stakes. 

Captain Hulbert was made happy with 
Allegra, and Colonel Disney was honored by 
his hostess, to whom strict etiquette would 
have prescribed the peer’s son. There was 
surplus female population in the persons of 
Alicia Crowther and Mary Baynham, who 
agreeably adorned each side of the table with 
a little extra sweetness and light ; Miss Bayn- 
ham, buxom and rosy, in a white cashmere 
frock which she had grown out of since her 
last dinner party; Miss Crowther, square- 
shouldered and bony, ina black confection by 
Wortb, with a bloated diamond heart displayed 
upon a desert waste of chest, it being a point 
of honor with thin girls to be more decolletee 
than their fat sisters, 

Mrs, Baynham’s conversation at one of her 
own dinners was apt to be somewhat distracted 
and inconsecutive in substance, although she 
maintained a smiling and delighted air all the 
time, whatever anxieties might be wearing her 
spirit anxieties about the cooking and the at- 
tendance—angry wonder at the prolonged ab- 
sence of the parlormaid—distress at seeing the 
lobster sauce dragging its slow length along 
when people had nearly finished their turbot— 
agonizing fears that the vol au vent would not 
last out after that enormous help taken by Cap- 
tain Pentreath, in sheer absence of mind, per- 
haps, since he only messed it about on his 
plate, while he bored Miss Crowther with a 
prosy account of his latest victory over an ob- 
stinate demon of the Jack family—‘‘such a 
devil of a fellow, three feet long, and with jaws 
like a erccodie.” 

Colonel Disney was almost as inconsecutive 
and fragmentary in his conversation as his 
hostess, and did not imitate her smiling aspect. 
He was silent and moody, as he had been at the 
Glenaveril.dinner, more than a year ago. That 
Silenus face bending towards his wife’s ear, 
that confidential air assumed in every look and 
tone, made him furious. He could scarcely sit 
through the dinner. He wounded Mrs, Bayn- 
ham in her pride of heart asa housekeeper by 
hardly touching her choicest dishes, 

** Oh, come now, Colonel Disney,” she plead- 
ed, *‘ you must take one of my lobster cromskys. 
| I don’t mind owning that I made them myself. 
| It is an entree I learnt from the cook at my own 

home, My father was always particular about 
his table, and we had a professed cook. Please 
don’t refuse a cromsky.” 


Colonel Disney took the thing on his plate 
and sat frowning at it, while a bustle at the 
door and a marked rise in the temperature 
indicated the entrance of the piece de resistance 
in the shape of a well kept saddle of mutton. 

‘**Oh, but you had seen the Vendetta before, 
hadn't you?” asked the oily voice on the other 
side of the table. ‘‘ You knew all about it. 

teally now, Mrs. Disney, was that your first 
visit to Lestwithiel’s yacht ?” 

Isola looked at the speaker asif he had struck 
her. Great God, how paleshe was! Or was it 
the reflection of the apple-green shade upon the 
candle in front of her which gave her that 
ghastly look? 

* Yes,” she said, ‘‘I saw the yacht from the 
harbor years ago.” 

‘**But you were never on board her? How 
odd, now. I had a notion that you must have 
seen that pretty cabin, and all Lostwithiel’s 
finical arrangements. He was so proud of the 
Vendetta when he was here. He was always 
asking my girls on board. You remember, 
Alicia, how Lostwithiel used to ask you two 
girls to tea.” 

** Yes,” answered his daughter, in her hard 
voice. ‘‘ He asked us often enough, but mother 
would not let us go.” 

‘‘How very severe,” said Captain Hulbert, 
attracted by the sound of his brother's name. 

‘“* Why do you object to a tea party on the 
Vendetta, Mrs. Crowther? Have you a pre 
judice against yachts? Do you think they are 
likely to go down in the harbor, like the poor 
old Royal George ?” 

**Oh, no, [ am not afraid of that. Only I 
liked Lord Lostwithiel to come to tea with us 
at Glenaveri), and I did not think it would be 
quite the thing for my girls to visit a bache- 
lors yacht, evenifI went with them. People 
at Trelasco are only too ready to make un- 
pleasant remarks. They would have said we 
were running after Lord Lostwithiel.” 

“Ob, but it isn’t the single girls who run 
after the men nowadays,” said Mr. Crowther, 
with his Silenus grin; “it’s the young married 
women. They are the sirens,” 

Nobody took any notice of this remark, and 
the conversation which had become general for 
a minute or two resumed its duologue form, 

Captain Hulbert and Allegra went on with 
their animated discussion as to the author of 
Macbeth and Hamlet ; and Captain Pentreath 
took up the thread of his story about the ob- 
stinate pike; Alicia talked to the doctor about 
her last day with the harriers; and Mary 
Baynham told Mrs. Crowther about a church 
bazaar, which had electrified Truro, and at 
which she had “helped” at somebody else’s 
stall. 

‘It was hard work standing about and trying 
to sell things all day, and persuading stingy old 
gentlemen to put into raffles for talking dolls,” 
said Miss Baynham, ‘I have pitied shop girls 
ever since,” 

Mrs. Baynham gave the signal for departure, 
feeling that her dinner, from a material point 
of view, had been a succese. The lobster sauce 
had been backward, and the last three people 
to whom the vol au vent was offered had got 























































very little except pie-crust and white sauce, 
but those were small blemishes, The mutton 
and the pheasants had been unimpeachable, 
and on those substantial elements Mrs, Bayn- 
ham took herstand. She had spared neither 
pains nor money. Her Italian cream was 
cream, and not corn-flour. Her cabinet pud- 
ding was a work of art. She felt satisfied with 
herself, and knew that the doctor would ap- 
prove; and yet she felt somehow that the 
moral atmosphere had not been altogether free 
from storm cloud. Colonel Disney had looked 
on atthe feast with a gloomy countenance; 
Mr. Crowther had talked in an unplegsant 
tone. 

“Tam afraid those two will never forget the 
church path,” she thought, as she set her nieces 
down to Zampa, and then went to inspect the 
card table in a snug corner near the fire, with 
its freshly lighted wax candles, and new cards 
placed ready for the good old English game 
which our ancestors called whist. 

Zampa once started meant a noisy evening. 
Captain Pentreath would sing The Maid of 
Llangollen, and Drink, Puppy, Drink. Mary 
Baynham would murder It Was a Dream, 
and scream the higher notes in Ruby. 
Duet would follow solo, and fantasia succeed 
ballad, Mrs. Baynham’s idea of a social gath- 
ering being the nearest attainable approach to 
a penny reading. She would have had recita- 
tions and imitations of popular actors, had 
there been anyone capable of providing that 
form of amusement. 

This evening, however, she failed in getting 
a quartette for whist. Neither Mr. Crowther 
nor his wife was disposed for cards ; Colonel 
Disney coldly declined ; and it was useless to 
ask the young people to leave the attractions 
of that woody piano, While she was lament: 
ing this state of things, the whist table, being 
usually a feature in her drawing-room, the 
Disneys and Allegra bade her good night and 
were gone before she had time to remonstrate 
with them for so early a departure. 

It seemed earlier than it really was, for the 
dinner had been late. Disney's quick ear had 
heard the step of his favorite horse, punctual 
as the church clock, He had ordered his carri- 
age at half-past ten, and at half-past ten he and 
his party left the drawing-room, the doctor 
following to hand the ladies to their carriage, 
while the Colonel lighted acigar on the doorstep, 
preparatory to walking home. 

“It's a fine night; I’d rather walk,” he said. 

He walked further than the Angler's Nest. 
He walked up to the hill where he and Isola had 
sat in the summer sunshine on the day after his 
bome-coming. He roamed about that wild 
height for two hours, and the church clock 
struck one while he was in the lane leading 
down to Trelasco. 

“If that man has any motive for his insol- 
ence—if there is the shadow of a secret between 
bim and my wife, I'll wring the truth out of him 
before he is aday older,” the Colonel said to 
himself, as he tramped homewards. 

He wrote to Mr. Crowther next morning, re- 
questing the favor of half an hcour’s private 
conversation upon a very serious matter. He 
proposed tocall upon Mr. Crowther at twelve 
o'clock, if that hour would beconvenient. The 

bearer of the note would wait for an answer. 

Mr. Crowther replied that he would be happy 
to see Colonel Disney at the hour named. 

The Colonel arrived at Glenaveril with 
military punctuality, and was forthwith shown 
into that grandiose apartment, where all those 
time-honored works which the respectable 
family bookseller considers needful to the cul- 
ture of the country gentleman were arranged 
in old oak bookcases, newly carved out of soft 
chestnut wood in the workshops of Venice. It 
was an imposing apartment, with paneled 
dado, gilded Japanese paper, heavy cornice and 
ceiling, in carton pierre—such a room as makes 
the joy of architect, builder, and furniture- 
maker. So far as dignity and social position 
can be bought for money, those attributes had 
been bought by Vansittart Crowther; and yet 
this morning, standing before his medizval fir'e- 
place, with his hands in the pockets of his 
lounge coat, he lookedacraven. He advanced 
asteportwoto meet his visitor, and offered 
his hand, which the Colonel overlooked, fixing 
him at once with a gaze that went straight to 
the heart of his mystery. He felt that an 
accuser was before him--that he, Vansittari 
Crowther, was called to account. 

‘* Mr. Crowther, I have come to ask what you 
mean by your insolent manner to my wife.” 

‘‘Insolent! My dear Colonel Disney, I 
admire the lady in question more than any ! 
other woman within twenty miles, Surely it ie 
not insolent to admire a pretty woman,” 

“It is insolent to adopt the tone you have 
adopted to Mrs. Disney—first in your own 
house, on the solitary occasion when my wife 
and I were your guests—and next at the dinner 
table last night. I took no notice of your 
manner on the first occasion, for though I con- 
sidered your conduct offensive I thought it 
might be your ordinary manner to a pretty 
woman, and 1 considered I did enough in for- 
bidding my wife ever to re-enter your house, 
But last night the offence was repeated—was 
grosser—and more distinctly marked. What 
do you mean by talking to my wife of Lord 
Lostwithiel with a peculiar emphasis? What 
do you mean by your affectation of a secret un- 
derstanding with my wife whenever you pro 
nounce Lost withiel’s name?” 

“Tam not aware that there has been any- 
thing peculiar in my pronunciation of that 
name, orin my manner to Mrs. Disney,” said 
Mr. Crowther, looking at his boots, but witha 
malignant smile lurking at the corners of his 
heavy lips. 

‘Ob, but you are aware of both facts. You 
meant to be insolent, and meant other people 
to notice your insolence. It was your way of 
being even with me for defying you to shut up 
the wood yonder, and cut off the people's short 
cut tochurch. Youdared not attack me, but 
you thought you could wreak your petty spite 
upon my wife, and you thought I should be 
too dull to observe, or too much ofa poltroon 
to resent your impertinence, That’s what you 
thought, Mr, Crowther; and I am here to 
undeceive you, and to tell you that you area 
coward and a liar, and that if you don’t like 
those words you may send any friend you 
please to my friend, Captain Hulbert, to 
arrange a meeting in the nearest and most 

convenient place on the other side of the 
channel,” 

Mr. Crowther turned very red, and then very 
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pale. It was the first time he had been in- 
vited to venture his life in defence of his 
honor, and for the moment it seemed to him 
that honor was a small thing, a shadowy pos- 
session exaggerated into importance by the 
out-at-elbows and penniless among mankind, 
who had nothing else to boast of. As if aman 
who always kept fifty thousand pounds at his 
banker's, and who had money invested all over 
the world, would go and risk his life upon the 
sands of Blankenburgh against a soldier whose 
retiring allowance was something less than 
three hundred a year, and who was perhaps a 
dead shot, The idea was preposterous. 

No, Mr. Crowther was not going to fight, 
and though he quailed before those steady 
eyes of Martin Disney's, calm in their deep in- 
dignation, this explanation was not unwelcome 
to him, 
his enemy’s heart, and he did not mean to 
hold his hand. 

“I’m not a fighting man, Colonel Disney,” he 
said, ‘‘and if I were I should hardly care to 
fight for a grass widow who made herself com- 
mon talk by her flirtation with a man of most 
notorious antecedents. We will say that it 
never was any more than a flirtation—in spite 
ot Mrs, Disney's mysterious disappearance 
after the hunt ball, which happened exactly to 
correspond with Lord Lostwithiel’s sudden 
departure. The two events might have no con- 
nection—more especially as Mrs. Disney came 
back ten days after, and Lord Lostwithiel 
hasn’t come back yet.” 


“TI can answer for my wife's conduct, sir, 


under all circumstances, and amidst all sur- 
roundings. You are the first person who has 
ever dared to cast a slur upon her, and ict shall 
not be my fault if you are not the last. I tell 
you again, to your face, that you are a coward 
and a liar—a coward because you are insolent 
toa young and lovely woman, and a liar be- 
cause you insinuate evil against her which you 
are not able to substantiate.” 

‘* Ask your wife where she was at the end of 
December, the year before last—the year you 
were in India. Ask her what she had been 
doing in London when she came back to Fowey 
on the last day of the year, and traveled in the 
same train with my lawyer, Mr. MacAllister, 
who was struck by her appearance, first be- 


cause she was s0 pretty, and next because she | 


looked the picture of misery—got into conver- 
sation with her, and found out who she was. 
If you think thatis alie youcan goto Mac- 


Allister, in the Old Jewry, and ask him to con- | 


vince you that it is a fact.” 
“There is no occasion. 
secrets from me,” 
‘‘Tam glad to hearit. Then there is really 
nothing to fight about except a good deal of 


vulgar abuse on your part, which I am willing 


to overlook, A man of your mature age 
married to a beautiful girl has some excuse for 
being jealous.” 


‘* More excuse, perhaps, than a man of your | 


age has for acting like a cad,” said the Colonel, 
turning upon his heel and leaving Mr. 
Crowther to his reflections. 

Those reflections were not altogether bitter, 
Mr. Crowther felt assured that he had sown the 
seeds of future misery. He did not believe in 
the Colonel’s assertion that there were no 
secrets between him and his wife. 


year. 
and solicitor to mention the fact to no one else, 
He had pried and questioned, and by various 
crooked ways had found out that Isola had 
been absent from the Angler's Nest for some 
days after the Hunt Ball, and he had told him- | 
self that she was a false wife, and that Martin 
Disney'was a fool to trust her, 

As for being called by harsh names, he was 
too much a man of the world to attach any im- 
portance to an angry husband's ‘abuse. It | 
made him not asixpence the poorer; and as 
there had been no witness to the interview it 
scarcely diminished his dignity. The thing | 
rested between him and his enemy. | 

‘He took down my gates, but I think I have 
given him something to think about that will 
spoil his rest for many a night, before he has 
thought it out,” mused Mr. Crowther. 


. . . . . 


It was after luncheon before Martin Disney | 
went back to the Angler's Nest. He had been 
for along walk by the river, trying to walk 
down some devil that raged within him, before | 
he could trust himselfto gohome. His wife 
was alone in the drawing-room, sitting by the 
fire with her baby in her lap; but this time he 
did not pause on the threshold to contemplate 
that domestic picture. There was no tender- 
ness in the eyes which looked at his wife—only 


| 
He had a dagger ready to plunge into year? Where had you been! 
| 


My wife has no) 


He had | 
cherished the knowledge of that mysterious | 
journey from London on the last day of the | 
He had warned his confidential friend | 


a stern determination. Every featurein the 
familiar face looked strained and rigid, as in 
the face of an accuser and judge. 

‘* Send the child away, Isola. 
serious talk with you.” 

She stretched outa faltering hand to the bell, 
looking at him, pale and scared, but saying no 
word, She gave the baby to his nurse pre- 
sently in the same pallid dumbness, never tak- 
ing her eyes from her husband's face. 

‘*Martin,” she gasped at last, frozen by his 
angry gaze, ‘‘is there anything wrong?” 

‘Yes, there is something utterly wrong— 
something that means destruction. What were 
you doingin London, the winter before last, 
while I was away? What was the motive of 
your secret departure—your stealthy return? 
What were you doing onthe last day of the 
With whom?” 

She looked at him breathless with horror ; 
whether at the accusation implied in his words, 
or at his withering manner, it would have been 
difficult for the looker-on to decide. His 
manner was terrible enough to have scared any 
woman, as he stood before her, waiting for her 
answer. 


I want some 


** Where had you been—with whom ?” he re- 


peated, while her lips moved dumbly, quiver- 


ing as in abject fear. ‘‘ Great God, why can't 
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you answer? Why do you look such a miser- 
able, degraded creature—self-convicted—not 
able to say a word in your defence ?” 

**On the last day of the year?” she faltered, 
with those tremulous lips. 

**On the last day of the year before last—the 
winterI spent in Burmah. What were you 
doing—where were you—where had you been ? 
Is it so difficult to remember ?” 

‘“*No, no; of course not,” she cried, witha 
half-hysterical laugh. ‘‘ You frighten me out 
of my senses, Martin. I don’t know what you 
are aiming at. I was coming home from Lon- 
don on that day—of course—the 31st of Janu- 





‘‘Canada for the 









i t—~—~—‘“‘COCON 





Canadians.” 


ary—20, December. Coming home from Hans _ “Canada for the Canadians.” _ That is a good cry! You can build up good citizens, good 
Place, where I had been spending a few days ships and railways, and great coramercial prosperity upon that cry. 
with Gwendoline. Some people think if a thing only comes to them from a great distance it must be better 


**You never told me of that visit to Gwen- 
doline.” 

‘Oh, yes; I’m sure I told you all about it in 
one of my letters. Perhaps you did not get 
that letter—I remember you never noticed it in 
yours, Martin, for God's sake don’t look at me 
like that!” 

‘Iam looking at you to see if you are the 
woman I have loved and believed in, or if you 
are as false as hell,” he said, with his strong 
hand grasping her shoulder, her face turned to 
his, so that those frightened eyes of hers could 
not escape his scrutiny. 

“Who has put this nonsense into your 
head?” 

** Your neighbor—your good Mrs. Crowther's 
husband—told me that his lawyer traveled 
with you from Paddington—on the 3ist of 
December—the year before last. He got into 
conversation with you—you remember, per- 
haps?” 

*No,” she cried, with a sudden piteous 
change in her face, ‘‘ I can’t remember,” 

‘But you came from London on that day. 
You remember that?” 

“Yes, yes. 1 came from Gwendoline’s house 
on that day. I told you so in my letter.” 

‘That letter which I never received—telling 
me of that visit to which you made no allusion 
in any of your later letters. It was about that 
time, I think, that you fell off as a correspond- 
ent - left off telling me all the little details of 
your life—which in your earlier letters seemed 
to shorten the distance between us.” 

She was silent, listening to his reproaches 
with a sullen dumbness, as it seemed to him, 
while he stood there in his agony of doubt—in 
his despairing love. He turned from her with 
a heart-broken sigh, and slowly left the room, 
going away he scarce knew whither, only to 
put himself beyond the possibility of saying 
hard things to her, or letting cruel, branding 
words escape out of the devouring fire in his 
heart. 

She stood for afew moments after he had 
gone, hesitating, breathless and frightened, 
like a hunted animal at bay—then ran to the 
door, opened it softly and listened. She could 
hear him pacing the room above. Again she 
stood still and hesitated, her lips tightly set, 
her hands clenched, her brow bent in painful 
thought. Then she snatched hat and jacket 
from a corner of the hall where such things 
were kept, and put them on hurriedly, with 
trembling hands, as if her fate depended upon 
the speed with which she got herself ready to 
go out, looking up at the great, dim, brazen 
face of the eight-day clock all the while. And 
then she let herself out at a half-glass door into 
the garden, and walked quickly toa side gate 
that opened into the lane—the gate at which the 
baker and the butcher stopped to gossip with 
the maids on fine mornings. 

There was acold bracing wind, and the sun 
was declining ina sky barred with dense, black 
clouds, touched here and there with gleams of 
golden light—an ominous sky, prophetic of 
storm or rain. Isola walked up the hill to- 
wards Tywardreath as if she were going on an 
errand of deadliest moment, skirted and passed 
the village, with no slackening of her pace, and 
so by hill and valley to Par, along and weary 
walk under ordinary circumstances for a deli- 
cate young woman, although accustomed to 
long country walks, But Isola went upon her 
lonely journey with a feverish determination 
which seemed to make her unconscious of dis- 
tance, Her steps never faltered upon the hard, 
dusty road. The autumn wind that swept the 
dead leaves round her feet seemed to carry her 
along upon its course. Past copse and meadow, 
common land and stubble, she walked steadily 
onward, looking neither to right nor left of her 
path, only straightforward to the gleaming 
lights that showed flery red in the gray dusk 
at Par junction. She watched the lights 
growing larger and more distinct as she neared 
the end of her journey. She saw the fainter 
lights of the village scattered thinly beyond the 
station lamps, low down towards the sandy 
shore. She heard the distant rush of a train, 
and the dull sob of the sea creeping up along 
the level shore, between the great cliffs that 
screened the bay. A clock struck six as she 
waited at the level crossing, in an agony of 
impatience, while truck after truck of china 
clay crept slowly by, in a procession which 
seemed endless ; and then for the first time she 
felt that the wind was coli, and that her thin 
little jacket did not protect her from that bit- 
ing blast. Finally theline was clear, and she 
was able to cross and make her way to the 
village postoffice, 

Her business at the postoffice cecupied about 
a quarter of an hour, and when she came out* 
into the village street the sky had darkened 
and there were heavy rain drops falling ; but 
she hurried back by the way she had come, re- 
crossed the line and set out on the long jour- 
ney home. The shower did not last long, but 
it was not the only one she encountered on her 
way back, and the poor little jacket was wet 
through when she re-entered by the servants’ 
gate, and the half-glass door, creeping stealthily 
into her own house and running upstairs to 
her own room to get rid of her wet garments 
before anyone could surprise her with questions 
and sympathy. It was past eight o'clock, 
though she had walked so fast all the way as 
to feel neither cold nor damp. She took off 
her wet clothes and dressed herself for dinner 
in fear and trembling, imagining that her 
absence would have been wondered at, and her 
errand would be questioned. It was an infinite 
relief when she went down to the drawing: 
room to find only Allegra sitting at her easel, 
working at a sepia sketch by lamplight. 

‘* Martin is very late,” she said, looking up 
as Isola entered, ‘‘ and he is generally a model 
of punctuality. I hope there ls nothing wrong. 



























I have been worried a little, that’s all. 
very sorry to be so unconscionably late for 
dinner, and to sit down in this unkempt condi- 
tior. 
London papers. I shall have to go to London 
to-morrow, Isola—on business—and I want you 
to go with me. 


and paint all tbe time. 
do to my pictures before they will be ready for 
the winter exhibition, and the time for send- 
ing in is drawing dreadfully near. 
have no anxiety as to my gadding about, 
Martin. You will find me shut up in my paint- 
ing-room, come home when you will.” 


great trouble. 
anything very bad? 
fortune ; poverty to be faced ; this pretty home 


to be given up, perhaps?” 


oracle we all believed 
oracle now, venerable as the oaks of Dodona.” 





great vogue. 


oa “— > 
long distance? 


than the same thing at home. 
honor in his own country still has application. 
grander than Montreal. 
think that big names make the thing better and lend dignity to their position. 
Common sense will have ultimate triumph. F 

’ Common sense has achieved a signal victory in one particular. 

Ladies’ Wraps were always expensive. They have always been imported. 

the glamor of distance, and the imposing sound of big cities, 


Distance fosters illusions. The truth t 
Berlin, or London, or 


So some people think! Not sensible people 


gave tl 


Why not make Ladies’ Wraps here in Canada ? 

_ That thought occurred to the proprietors of MELISSA. 
seized with it earlier, for their success with the Men’s Coats had been immediate and great. 
Would the loyal women of Canada not buy an article which was a necessity with them, made 
right at their doors, if that article was a good deal better than the article which came from a 


They sho 


hat a prophet hath no 
Paris, sounds so much 
! Foolish people who 


. The duty and 
1em a high price and a 


uld, perhaps, have been 


It was an experiment, but from the moment the skilled artists which the manufacturers of 
MELISSA employed got to work, and showed specimens of their craft, success was assured. 

So then, ladies in every city and town and village of the Dominion, you can buy wraps 
for yourselves and children, more tasteful, more truly artistic in finish, more stylish and fas- 
tidious in outline than any that have been imported. : 

here was a need for the MELISSA in Ladies’ Wraps. They had to put up with unsightly 


rubber garments, much to their discomfort, but they have now perfect fit, with infinite variety 
of shade and grace, and, not least, absolute protection from the rain, in garments which it will 
be a pride to wear, and at prices which put them within easy reach. 

_ Here is a new departure, a patriotic enterprise worthy of support for the sake of that 
national solidarity which the politicians talk about, but chiefly worthy because of its intrinsic 


merit. 


Travellers will soon be on the road with Fall samples. 
Designs, Patterns and every other imformation furnished on application. 
Special attention given to letter orders. 


THE MELISSA MANUFACTURING CO. 


J. W. MACKEDIE & CO. 


MONTREAL, 


Wholesale Agents for the Dominion. 
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Where have you been hiding yourself since 
lunch, Isa? Have you been lying down?” 

‘* Yes, part of the time,” hesitatingly. ‘Is it 
very late?” 

‘* Twenty minutes to nine. Dale has been in 
twice in the last quarter of an hour to say that 
the dinner is being spoilt. Hark! ‘here’s the 


door, and Martin's step. Thank God, it’s all 
right!" cried Allegra, getting upand going 
out to meet her brother. 


Colonel Disney’s countenance as he stood in 


the lamplight was not so reassuring as the 
substantial tact of his return. 
thing to know that he was not dead, or hurt 
in any desperate way—victim of any of those 
various accidents which the morbid mind of 
woman can imagine if husband or kinsman be 
unwontedly late for dinner; but that things 
were all right with him was open to question. 
He was ghastly pale, and had a troubled, half- 
distracted expression which scared Allegra 
almost as much as tis prolonged absence had 


done. 


It was some- 


**T am sure there is something wrong,” she 


said, when dinner was over and the servants | 
had left the room, 


‘*Oh, no, there is nothing particularly amiss. 
Iam 


But I loitered at the club looking at the 


Have you any objection?” 
She started at the word London, and looked 


at him curiously—surprised, yet resolute—as if 
she were not altogether unprepared for some 
startling proposition on his part. 


* Of course not. I would rather go with you, 


if you really have occasion to go.” 


“Treally have; it is very important. You 


won’t mind our deserting you for three or four 
days, will you, Allegra?” asked Disney, turn- 
ing to his sister. 
your service as chaperon if you want to go out 
anywhere while we are away. 
which she delights.” 


‘“*Mrs. Baynham will be at 
It is an office in 


I shall stay at home 
I have a lot of work to 


* I won't trouble her. 


You need 


Later, when she and her brother were alone 


in the drawing-room, she went up tohim softly 
and put her arms round his neck. 


“Martin, dearest, I know you have some 
Why don’t youtell me? Is it 
Does it mean loss of 


“No, no, no, my dear. The home is safe 


enough ; the house will stand firm as long as 


you and I live. 
I was yesterday. There is nothing the matter 


—nothing worth speaking about ; blue devils, 
vapors if you like, 


I am not a shilling poorer than 


That's all.” 


** You are ill, Martin. You have found out 


some secret illness—heart, lungs, something— 
and you are going te London to consult a phy- 
sician, 
with alook of agony, her arms still clasped 
about his neck, ‘don’t keep me in the dark ; 
let me know the worst.” 


Ob, my dear, dear brother,” she cried, 


‘There is no worst, Allegra ; don’t I tell you 
there is nothing. Iam out of sorts, that’s all. 
I am going to town tosee my lawyer, and if 
you like I'll see my father's old doctor—the 
in—a_ white-haired 


(To be Continued, ) 
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THE GRIM REAPER AGAIN DEFEATED 


A Resident of Heckston, Ont., Says: ‘‘ My Friends | 
Thought I Was Going to Die.” 





A WONDERFUL VICTORY! 


HOPE! 


Cheer Up, Cast Down and Despairing Soul | 


Disease and death again meet with defeat. 
The victory is a grand and decisive one, and 
ever will be remembered by the savedone. Mr. 
John Irvine of Heckston, Ont., a well known 
and esteemed farmer, sends us the following 
account of his rescue from the grave. He says 
he cannot say sufficient in favor of Paine’s 
Celery Compound, the wonderful life restorer. 
Mr. Irvine writes as follows : 


HOPE! HOPE ! 


Correspondence Coupon. 
as 

The above coupon must accompaty every grapho- 
logical study sent in. The Editor requests corres- 
pondente to observe the following rulee: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
swered in their order, unless under unusual circumstances. 
Correspondente need not take up their own and the editor's 
time by writing reminders and requeste for haste. 8. Quo- 
tations, soraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
address Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless ac- 
companied by coupons are not studied. 


Hripz.—My dear little woman, wait a while. Neither 


your character nor your writing is developed. 

Cart. Ni mo.—Your head is level, my son, on the question 
you discuss, but your writing is not suitable for a study. 

Hop AnD Go Frtcu 1t.—I cannot repeat a delineation for 
you. Iam sorry you asked me, for! don't like to refuse, 
but it is not fair to many who have already waited several 
monthe. 

KNowLTon.— Your writing shows refinement, ability, cul- 
ture, self-control, some ideality, excellent constancy, some 
tact, rather a touch of pride. The writing of a lady who 
has a mind of her own. 

Pspro.—Abundant energy, great social instincts, rather 
clever turn of mind, strong affection, and perseverance 
enough to lead to success. You have caution by fits and 
starts, and I think it will improve. It is hardly fair to call 
thie a delineation, as your writing is not formed. 

Eocusn.—That is what I believe your signature to be. 
You are clever, hopeful, self-reliant, brave and sweet- 








JOHN IRVINE, 
**Three years ago I had a severe attack of 
‘La Grippe,’ which left me in a weak and ver 
debiliated condition. The next autumn I ha 


another attack which left me in a very bad 
state. My health was nearly wrecked, I had 
no strength, and felt tired allthe time. I was 


so weak that my legs would not support my 
body, and I have often fallen to the ground 
when trying to attend to my work both in the 
tield rhe in my barn; and would be compelled 
to lie wherever I had fallen until I could muster 
sufficient strength to rise. 

My appetite was all gone ; and when I would 
try to eat, in order to gain strength, I would 
suffer untold misery for hours. It seemed to 
me that I was slowly starving to death. 

I tried different doctors, but did not derive 
any benefit from their treatment. My friends 
thought I was going to die, and I verily believe 
I wowld have died had I not tried your Paine’s 
Celery Compound, J} bought six bottles, and 
can conscientiously say I received more benefit 
from it than Iever dreamed of; it was worth | 
more to me than one hundred dollars worth of | 
medacines from the doctors. I began to im- | 

rove in health before I had finished the first 
pottle ; and to-day } am completely restored to 
health. I can do as good a day’s work as I ever 
could, and can now eat any kind of food with- 
out experiencing trouble afterwards ; and can 
sleep as well as when I was a boy. 

Ihave not had to use any of the Compound | 
for months, which convinces me that the cure 
is permament. I feel it my duty to let every 
sufferer know what Paine’s Celery Compound | 
has done for me, and it seems impossible for 
me to say all I should in its favor. My wife, 
who has been a sufferer for years with chronic 
rheumatism, was greatly benefitted by the use 
of your medicine. I send you this testimony 


Yours respectfully, 
JOHN IRVINE, 





- 


On Guard. 


“Tom,” she whispered, nestling on his 
shoulder, ‘‘ have you found your ideal ?” 

** Well, if I haven't,” was hie guarded an- 
swer, “I've found a mighty good substitute.” 





tempered, with snap and energy enough to keep you inter- 
esting ; vivacity, warm affection and some ideality are 
shown. I am sure you are a charming person. I don’t 
think Fios3 has sufficiently developed to be a good study 

T. H. M.—This ie not a markedly original hand. Per- 
haps ite traite are marred by the study being a quotation. 
Iam not sure. A generous, practical, amiable nature, ce- 
termined, social and truthful. Writer is not very emotional, 
a little too easy-going and slightly careless, fond of rc- 
mance, but not liable to let her heart ever get the better of 
rer head. 

Baranocs —You are original, impulsive, very self-reliant 
and yet prone to be influenced, have some desire for effect, 
very erratic impulse, extreme warmth of feeling, light but 
consistent effort, refined taste, are rather impatient of 
delay (I hope you can believe I have mot kept you waiting 
on purpose), have some tact, love of beauty and art, a dis- 
creet and very sensitive nature. 

Srirvias.—What a coward you are! Surely you can 
stand a delineation. You are owtepoken, very impatient, 
rather apt to express your feelings uowieely, but a forceful 
and original personage, affectionate, sensitive, fond of 
praise, of good perseverance and, in yeur own way, clever. 
Some repression and self-control would be good for you 
Your lines are 80 dashing and lively that I quite like you 

Curiows —I am not a spinster—far trom it; and I only 
preter men’s studies because they are more forceful and 
individual and easier to read and delineate. I am very 
glad you don’t believe ia my work, beeauee, in that case, it 
would be a waste of time and trouble to give you a delinea- 


tion. ‘Bye-bye! Perhaps you will write in a more ingrati_ 
ating strain nex} time. This time, yeu see, rudeness does 
not pay. 


MatcaLrs,—This is a man's study, which I enjoy reading, 
and, ae my correspondent, Curious, remarks, prefer to 
deliveate. The writer is a witty, buoyant and thoroughly 
alive fellow, frank but discreet, of warm feeling, fond of 
comfoit and generous, sometimes careless of appearances, 
of excellent reasoning power and good ecquence cf ideas, 
remarkably persisfent in effort and very good-tempered, 
with very rare fite of obstinacy, a little inconetant and fond 
of novelty. 

Migtaw’s Maipan,—My name is not Kit. Why shouldn't 
a girl of sixteen have all the gentleman friends she can 
make, and lady friends as well’ If you mean is a girl of 
sixteen too young to have admirers and lovere, I should cay 
it depends a good deal on cireumstances. Our grand- 
mothers sometimes married at that age. Thank you very 
muoh for your good wishes. Your writing is very formed 
for a girl of sixteen, but I never delineate writing from so 
young a subject. I am eure you would not be pleased with 
me if I did. 

Cusrey.—You are quite right, Cherry ; I should never 
enub anyone, if I could avoid it. It gives me no satistac, 
tion. You certainly don't deserve anything but kind 
and gentle treatment. Your writing is by no means 
dreadful ; it has only a few undesirable traits, and is full 
of good ones. Let me tell you some of them: You are 
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bright and good-tempered, very careful, constant and 
reliable, truthful and candid. Some love cf fun, good eelf- 
esteem, generosity and tact are shown; also desire for 
approbation. Your weaknesses—which, by the way, time is 
sure to cure—are self-consciousness and unc qual judgment 
I am sure you are lovable. 


Tom-noy.—I did not wish you had never been born, but I 
wish you'd get up early and gather in the loose ends of your 
chirography. You are, bowever, not a bad eort, and your 
faults will no doubt turn to virtues as you consolidate. 
You area frank, free and gcod-tempered person, incon- 
stant, and fond of novelty; not the least bit discreet in 
speech, very persistent when you set your heart on some. 
thing, but otherwise somewhat careless. A very crude but 
not unattractive study. 


Atics.—1. I hope that you will not miss your anewer, 
my dear ; also, may I hope that you will not again follow 
the advice of anyone to act or write foolish nonsense, I 
have altogether forgotten your former letter, as you oan 
quite believe, seeing I have gone over several hundreds 
tince. You don’t know how pleased I was to hear more of 
you. Certainly I shall not forget you any more, and I hope 
you will always ask me for anything I can supply. 2. Your 
writing shows a very undisciplined and erratic, but not 
unreasonable, character. You are frank, but not quite 
reliable, earnest, but rather impatient of delay, somewhat 
careless of details, but at the same time wishing for per- 
fection. 

Batty Bunson.—Had you not erased the signature of the 
study you enclosed I should have been able to give you a 
delineation from it alone. The writer is very emotional 
and lacking self-control, but can appear cold and deveive 
anyone but a close observer. He is fond of ease, slightly 
selfish and of excellent energy ; somewhat depending on 
eocial intercourse and of rather a chatty habit; not quite 
frank, acd fond of planning great things ; somewhat per- 
sistent, self-reliant, determined and rather easy-tempered ; 
large hopefulness and some ambition are shown. 2. Your 
own writing is generous, mirthful, adaptable, original and 
rather idealistic; a pleasant manner and a generally well 
marked individuality are shown. 
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Sparrow’s next week. The scene is laid in the 
Kentucky mountains and the plot is thrilling. 
os 


THE ToRONTO SATURDAY NicHT 








The Danish Warblers, Dagmar and Decelle, 
who were at the Academy with Corbett’s com- 
pany this week, won much favorable comment 


by their singing. 
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Two artists whose performances hardly re 
ceived the notice which they merited, were 
Mr. and Mrs. Rouclere, who were at Muore’s 
Musee last week. Of Mr. Rouclere as a juggler 
and prestidigitateur I shall say but little ; his 
performance was neat, artistic and clever; As 
a psychonotist and mental telegrapher, in 
which he is assisted by his wife, I do not think 
that his equal has ever been seen in Toronto. 
The former may be briefly described as follows. 
Mrs, Rouclere is blindfolded and mesmerized 
by her husband, who then descends among the 
audience, where he makes several requests 
among the members for toots in tones so low 
that they certainly never reach Mrs, Rouclere. 
Handkerchiefs, watches and rings were inter- 
changed among those present and in 


., | each case Mrs. Rouclere, who is 
all season had dared to put them, I thought it blinded, returned them to their original 
asad commentary on popular sentiment. So owners. In one performance Mrs. Rouclere, 
now I apologize for the unjust thoughts that 


‘ *” | who remains under the mesmeric influence 
came to me in regard to Toronto people. This | th+oughout, complied with fifteen requests the 
city has done itself proud, by proving that the | ..,ditions of which were conveyed to her by 
slugger is not prized above the great actor, for | }.. husband in some unseen manner. The per- 
the Academy was practically an empty house formance has to be seen to be properly appre- 
on Tuesday evening. I never saw in a Toronto ciated, and I am afraid that my description 
theater sucha vast and unbroken expanse of conveys a very inadequate idea of its character. 
empty seats. Half those who were there were | the performance in mental telegraphy was 
admitted free. It is creditable to thiscity that wonderfully rapid. No sooner had Mr. Rou- 
. pugiliet prongelm a bo Grew Reece in Gom- clere glanced at the articles which were shown 
petition with Seidl and Juch, amine eee to him than his wife, who in this case remained 
Clab and the Hecker Children. nes he on the stage, blindfolded as before, described 
prices were reduced for the two performances 


a them. I wrote several rows of figures on the 
of Weanesday, better houses turned out. blackboard which Mrs. Rouclere added up, and 


P . then named every figure I touched. There 

A pear paper says that everyone was dis- was no physical communication between her 

appointed me Corbett. i wee 6 ‘Pleasant husband and herself, as I stood between them. 

disappointment. We have seen Sullivan and Whatever theory people may entertain con- 

Mitchell, and all the pag-ugies of the ring, and cerning the nature of these performances and 
people could not realize that the tall, graceful 


de leshinn Sellew tn facbienatt how they are done, all who have witnessed 
ot Cn wegewt agree in admitting their extreme clever- 
dress was the champion heavy-weight of the 


ness. I might add in conclusion that Mrs, 
world. = - a oan ” “ pe Rouclere has an extraordinary memory. It is 
Seat ae <4 ahd a a “4 ae. Se . on authentic record that she read Hiawatha 
— eee ee ee twice over and then repeated it from beginning 
every inch of him. But when one compared 


" : 2 to end, 
him with the massive, porcine, scowling * 
Sullivan, he was non-plused. From his first The comedy sensational drama, The Dago, is 
appearance on the stage until the curtain | one of the-best things that have been seen at 
finally fell, his every word and action conveyed 


Jacobs and Sparrow’s this season. In my 
the impression of an intelligent gentleman of | opinion it eclipses every play with the excep- 
some education, of considerate feelings and 


tion of McFee of Dublin. The plot is exceed- 
accustomed to good society. Corbett isa man | ingly simple. A little child stands between 
with achance. He looks the gentleman and 


a clever, scheming woman and a large fortune, 
knows what a gentleman should be; his friends | and the adventuress has the child kidnapped 
claim, and those who see him will credit it, 


and attempts to murder it, together with its 
that he has good antecedents, therefore let him | father and the man who helped her. Out of 
preserve his respectability and glorify pugilism | these simple materials the author has com- 
with a gleam of good breeding. In the play 
Alice Saunders asks him if he can be a prize- 
fighter and still be a gentleman, and he replies 
that he can, for his heartis right. Out of the 
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The Drama. 


HEN it was first an- 
nounced that Corbett, 
the champiou heavy- 
weight pugilist of the 

; worli, was to appear 
: at the Academy of 
; Music with prices put 
at a higher notch than 

any of the famous actors who have been here 


withenough of the comic element intermingled 
to render the piece diverting. Aithough the 
scene in which the conflagration is depicted is 


play let him keep his heart and his life right | far away the most realistic picture that 
and his name will long live as that of a|I have witnessed in the house this 
respectable man who overthrew those who were | year, the whole play really depends 


but little upon scenic effects. Its power to in- 
terest the audience is entirely based upon the 
merits of the play and the excellence of the 
strong, evenly balanced company which the 
= Carrolls have gathered around them, The 

A man of ready intelligence, Corbett made a | three actors, R. M., Edwin H., and Richard T. 
very good attempt at acting. The play isthe | Carroll in their respective characters of the 
clumsiest kind of a thing, constructed so as to Dago, Lafferty the Irishman, and Old Sponge 
give him opportunities to defend the weak and | the Tramp, are excellent, both in representation 
pose as a magnanimous hero; but he has a | and conception, and they are well backed up 
keen comprehension of events and makes the by the other male members of the company. 
most of his chances, Sullivan on the stage was | minnie Broven, who plays Mabel Morton, has 
something of a lay figure, saying about fifty | the advantage of possessing both a fascinating 
words on such evenings as he felt particularly | exterior and considerable histrionic talent, but 
clear-headed, and skipping half of them at| {think that the author of the play is at fault 
other times. But Corbett has a very heavy | when he makes her quail before the Dago 
part and is on the boards almost constantly. | in the last act, as it is completely at vari- 
As regards the champion’s prospects of holding ance with the character she represents 
the championship I am no judge, although I | throughout the piece. Inflexibility, cruelty, 
would be very glad to hear of him vanquishing | thorough heartlessness and lack of principle, 
Mitchell, Jackson and Smith if he meets them. these are the actributes of her character and the 
If prize-fighting must continue I am sureall | element of fear should not have been intro- 
decent people would prefer that this compara- duced. Blanche Howard as Anita Morrelli 
tively decent person should prevail over the enlisted the sympathy of the audisnce by the 
typical animal who swaggers around the prize- | hopelessly. desperate positidn in which she is 
ring claiming to be “the best man in the| placed. Married to a man gbe despises and 


at once the idols and the product of black- 
guardism, demonstrating that decent living is 
not incompatible with physical courage and 
muscle, 


world.” Why cannot a man of good morals | who hates her, as a criminal brute always hates 
and clean life go down among these low! the woman he cannot drag down to his own 
brawlers and punch them one by one all | Jevel, in love with the father of the kidnapped 


around a sixteen-foot ring for the glory of good 
morals and the gate receipts? The money 
secured would be restored to respectable 
channels, and young men endowed with mus 
cle would no longer feel that such equipment 
proved them predestined for evil ways. For 


child for whose sake she braves the dangerous 
anger of the Dago, hers is truly a miserable lot. 
Blanche Howard acquits herself well in her 
role, though at times she is hardly volcanic 
|} enough for a daughter of sunny Italy. Nellie 
- scr elie ies Hecate te ; Lawrence gives a good representation of an 
ose who admire boxing it may be added that | Irish servant girl, but is not always sufficiently 
Corbett’s strength lies in his reach and. par- | Hibernian. 
ticularly, in his speed of hand and agility of © 
foot, which equal that of any light weight. The curio hall of Moore's Musee does not 
He is lithe as a cat in body 1nd his head shoots | boast many attractions this week. They are 
about like lightning and cannot be hit, only two in number, a blind man who plays 
dodging he surpasses even Mitchell, drafts with singular skill, and a troupe of 
. ‘‘varments,” batter known as coyotes, which 
go through the manveuvres familiar to all who 
have witnessed the performances of trained 
| animale, For my part, I do not care for such 
shows unless I am sure that the whip is not 
the chief means by which their knowledge is 
imparted to them. I prefer watching the 
monkeys, which are a never failing source of 
interest. Baby Rooney appears to possess as 
a : . : many attractive qualities as mo&t children of 
: rive | Mr. Lincoln's prograinme will be as fol- his age; that is to say, that when he is not 
3 », jecmemiatenameiachs ih leita tee asleep he twists his face, which has far more 
5 Mestest Benaien mor. expression than any baby’s of two weeks, into 
2. Peoulier Oreters, about fifty hard knots, or utters sounds which 
in the Simian tongue doubtless mean, ma and 


3. Voices of the Night. 
The plan of seats is filling up rapidly at Nord pa, and which give great delight to his 


In 


Grenville P, Kleiser is certainly fulfilling his | 
promise to give his patrons a series of high. 
class entertainments, Frank Lincoln, who ap- 
pears next Tuesday evening in the Pavilion, as 
é the fourth number in the {star Course, comes to 
; Toronto with an unquestionable prestige. 
; John Ruskin wrote to him thus: “I am in 
debted to you for an evening of intellectual 
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: sstineettin mother. I notice that Mr, Rooney does 
is not trouble himself much about his off- 

Mr. Owen A. Smily, the popular young elocu. spring. I suppose the young one is not old 

tionist, has returned from a trip west to Detroit enough to spank, while Mrs. Rooney 


does not thrust her baby upon the notice of 
everyone who calls to see her; on the contrary, 
she guards, it jealously. I heartily commend 
her wisdom, The baby, however, is a great 
* source of anxiety to Jenny, the old maid in the 
A Kentucky Girl will be on at Jacobs & | next cage, who is yearning to know it and gush 


and towns en route, his readings being the 
chief feature at the Sherbourne street Metho- 
dist concert and recital on Good Friday even- 
ing. 


posed @ strong, clean and interesting drama 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


over it, her own orphan charges in her cage 
being somewhat too big and restless for cod- 
dling. Isaw one play a trick upon her that 
was human in its premeditated mischief. 
Jenny was lying down on the floor, so one 
young imp—whose ancestor in days gone by 
was, without doubt, the progenitor of that race 
whose representative in modern times was 
Peck’s bad boy—possessed himself of a tin cup, 
climbed up to the top of the cage and dropped 
it upon Jenny, who, after a hard chase, caught 
the offender, cuffed him, and kept him in dur- 
ance vile fora longtime. After all, there is a 
great deal of human nature in a beast. ° N.B. 
This remark is original and patented. Vic. 
Reg., vol. 10, chap. 2. Down in the theater 
there is a somewhat longer list of attractions 
than usual, comprising singing, dancing, w‘re 
walking, fire eating and contortionist acts. 
D. G. 





Some Trolley Squibs. 


HERE were two bells upon the 
back of a trolley car, and said 
car being laid up for the night, 
they were taking advantage of 
the opportunity afforded by the 
absence of humans to indulge in 

a brief exchange of remarks. 

“ Clangwhack,” said the bell upon the right, 
‘*can you tell me why the ladies always ring 
the wrong bell when they wish the car to stop?” 

‘*No, friend Brassbang, the question is be- 
yond me,” answered Clangwhack. ‘“‘ Why do 
they?” 

** Because,” said the first speaker, with a me- 
tallic chuckle, ‘‘ because they do not know the 
ropes.” 

**One on me, friend Brassbang,” remarked 
the other, joining gently in the laugh, ‘* but 
here’s getting back at you. How does the 
electricity find its way from the overhead wire 
to the motor attachment ?” 

* An easy one, that, Clangwhack, an easy 
one,” replied the jovial Brassbang. ‘‘It goes 
through the conductor.” 

‘“* Why, that would produce bad results, for 
if it went through the conductor it would do 
him up,” said Clang. 

‘“* Him |!” exclaimed the other. ‘‘I did not 
refer to that conductor, but to the one that 
collects the electricity and charges the bat- 
teries.” 

“Oh!” replied Clang, with a laugh that 
made his clapper rattle. ‘‘I thought you were 
speaking of the one that collects the fares and 
charges the passengers.” 

**Good enough, that makes us even,” said 
Brassbang. ‘‘ But Iam not silenced yet, for even 
he must possess considerable electricity. He 
threw out two sparks this morning.” 

** How so?’ 

‘* Why, those two dudes that were annoying 
the young lady who sat in the corner so much 
that she complained to him. Did you not see 
them ejected ?” 

‘*True, Brassbang, you score again, and now 
I bethink me, did he not say to the fresh young 
man who tried to work the transfer racket that 
anyone who touched him (for a free ride) would 
feel a shock?” 

At this juncture the night-watchman came 
up to see what made the bells jingle so, and the 
two friends in their efforts to suppress their 
mirth cracked their sides and were condemned 
next day as useless. UNCLE ARTIE, 


























































































A Consoling Thought. 





At 6.30 p.m. Jones is standing on the street 
corner. He is looking for someone. It is evi- 
dent from the anxious look in his eye that he 
needs someone badly. But Jones is a haughty 
man ; he cannot pour out his soul to a mere 
stranger. Here is Backwater, who moved next 
door to Jones last week. They haven’t spoken 
before, but—never mind, he will do. 

**T suppose,” says Jones confidentially, ‘‘that 
there isn’t a bigger fool than I am in town.” 

Great surprise and dissent on the part of 
Backwater. 

“*No,” continues Jones, with increasing en- 
joyment, ‘‘I don’t suppose there is,” 

Wonderful how much less a fool you fee! 
after telling someone, 

“IT was coming home last night, when I met 
a little boy crying. Said he couldn’t go home 
till he got aquarter. Now, I never give money 
on the street.” 

Jones paused and looked Backwater inthe eye. 
He wished him to understand that there was 
nothing soft or sentimental about him. 

“You gave him the quarter,” exclaimed 
Backwater with certainty. 

‘*T gave him the quarter,” replied Jones 
with malignant self-reproach, ‘‘ but I took 
his name and address and a receipt for it. He 
was to come and work it out to-day.” 

** He diin’t come,” chanted Backwater with 
the voice of the autumn wind. 

** Ob, no, he didn't come,” replied Jones, 

Now, what kind of a man was Backwater ? 

“ That's nothing,” he asserted boldly. ‘Last 
week a boy came to our office. He’d been all 
through the building and came to us last, I 
found out afterwards. Wanted five cents to 
set him up in papers. Nice-looking little 
chap. Too busy to think, told him I'd nothing 
but a five dollar bill. Oh, he'd get change. 
Gave it to him,” 

“You did ’” said Jones breathlessly. 

“ About five o'clock said to my stenographer 
that the boy was a long time getting back with 
the change. He never got back.” 

‘Never got back, never got back!” cried 
Jones with mournful glee, 

Backwater was a nobie man, a man after the 
heart of Jones. He loved him ever after, On 
the Queen's birthday the Jones and Backwater 
families have picnics together in High Park. 

PENNY, 
era or 


How to Entertain a Guest, 


First of all you must, of course, get him, 
This isn’t a difficult thing; there is nearly 
always some fellow who wants a holiday, and 
it’s ten to one if you wish for a visitor you'll 
find him, however limited your acquaintance 
is. Name a day for him to come; it’s a mistake 
to issue general invitations unless you are 
fond of surprise parties, Don't feel put out if 


at the last moment your friend telegraphs to 
say he's bringing his wife and child with him, 
as “‘they need change of air after having 
scarlet fever.” Remember, it ien't every place 
they'd feel intimate enough to come to on such 


able considerations,’ an’ went on to say the ol’ 
feller giv’ me 2,000 barrels of flour, 
worth $10 a barre] them days, an’ that would 
have made a mighty good stake for me. 
didn’t get it.” 


vivial-looking man sadly.— Buffalo Express, 


short notice. Don’t let any anxiety as to your 
own children interfere with your hospitality. 
Make them all feel perfectly at home, or as if 
your house was their hotel. You ought to 
enquire on bis, or rather their, arrival, what 
hour they like their breakfast. If the man 
says ‘‘Seven o'clock,” don’t argue the matter, 
get up and oblige him and start your family on 
a career that will make you all healthy, 
wealthy and wise. If his wife prefers hers in 
bed, let your wife take it up to her ; the absence 
of the child’s mother from the table will 
probably make you congratulate yourself on 
the superior manners of your own olive 
branches. Should your servants complain that 
-the usual ways of the house are upset by extra 
work, etc., that is of no importance to the 
guest. Remember that when people visit you, 
at worst it is only a temporary infliction ; don’t 
count time, it’s only mothers-in-law that stay 
for a year. If your friend insists on accom- 
panying you to your place of business, and on 
seeing how you “ work it,” confide in him as 
a partner of the firm, Should any of your cus- 
tomers or clients seem to object to his presence 
when talking over private affairs, tell them 
“‘tocall round ina day or two.” That will 
probably give your friend the impression that 
you are over-run with work, 

You will naturally get a carriage and drive 
your visitors about and buy theater tickets, 
and treat them tothe best of everything, re- 
gardless of expense or what you can afford. 
There'll be plenty of time for economy after 
they leave you. Place your house, your family, 
your purse, and yourself at the disposal of 
your guests, and mark my words, you'll be a 
happy man—when they're gone. 

When you return to your home you may be 
conscious of there being a good deal of room in 
the house, but you won't quarrel with that, 
Like the vacuum experienced after a visit to the 
dentist, it'll be such a blessed relief. Don’t 
grumble because you have to pay for it ; it isn’t 
everybody who can get something for nothing 
in this world, and truly itis more blessed to 
visit than to be visited. J. M. Logs, 
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The Latest Improved System 


HE students’ reading-room up at 
the Law School is heated by 
what is represented to be the 
latest improved system. It is 
understood that the man who 
got drunk and evolved the idea, 

shortly afterwards died from a disease which 
forms the ruling characteristic of his prodigy, 
namely, wind on the stomach. An innocent- 
looking grating about half-way up the wall is 
the muzzle of the piece, while immediately 
below it is the trigger in the shape of a crank. 
Hit the trigger and out of the muzzle bulges 
with a whizz and sizzle a blast which evidently 
comes straight from the bosom of the home of 
blazes. Law students are jocularly spoken of 
as the *‘ devil’s own,” but be it understood that 
this is merely in a figurative sense, and when 
Satan really sneezes at them it doesn’t take 
them long to amend their ‘statement of 
claims.” Wind up the crank with all the 
speed ye may, but be careful, for if you happen 
to give it an extra yank, out snorts with a howl 
a back-number two-year-old blizzard which has 
evidently been rammed home with the big end 
of the North Pole. There is rime on the boys’ 
mustaches almost before the smell of burning 
hair has evaporated. The most satisfactory 
way to adjust the weapon is to balanceit in 
the middle, which allows it to discharge 
alternately chills with a rumble, and 
fever with a click. It is true that 
this arrangement puts the temperature any- 
where between that of a root house and a brick 
kiln. But what would you have? If a fellow 
feels too hot he can stani around in front of it 
and dodge the blasts, or if too cold, the bliz- 
zards. This exercise, besides putting him in a 
good temper, is conducive to the caltivation 
of agility and a graceful and easy carriage. 
The only places where you are comparatively 
safe from the draughts are the corners of the 
room, in which a man by bracing himself 
against the walland keeping his mouth shut 
can generally prevent loosening of the teeth 
from setting in. It is understood that the 
benchers have been petitioned to have the 
walls made saw-shaped in order to supply the 
demand for corners. 
| It would be a pity to profane this page with 
a “legal opinion” of this “latest improved 
system.” There are several third year men 
who have been using the room for the last few 
months, who from their greater command of 
the dead languages are much better qualified 
to deal with the subject than the writer (who 
is a man of peace). These would doubtless 
give their unqualified opinion on payment of a 
reasonable fee. There is no doubt, however, 
that a sufficient number of volunteers could be 
gathered to hold any relatives of the inventor 
under the nozz'e of the invention long enough 
to cause the family to become ex'inct, 
ass 





His Opportunity. 





“Yes,” said the convivial-looking man, 
“there's a terrible sight of truth in what the 
poet says about everyone havin’ an opportunity 
to get rich at some time or other in his life. 
Now, I had a mighty good opportunity oncet.” 

“What was that?” asked the red-faced 
sportsman, 

“I met an old feller in a city where I was, 
who was on a big drunk. He was richer'n mud 
an’ was blowin’in his stuff to beat the band. 
I kinder trained with him for a day or two, and 
then one afternoon he went off into the blamed- 
est fit of the jerrys you ever see. He seen all 
kinds of things. I took him to a hotel an’ 
nursed an’ tended him like he was my father. 

“*When he got well I found out he was a big 
miller from out West. He called me inter his 
room one day, jus’ afore he was goin’ home, an’ 
handed mea paper. It began: ‘In considera- 
tion of $1 in hand paid an’ other good an’ valer- 
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“Why?” asked the red-faced sportsman. 
“Didn't have the dollar,” replied the con- 


Clindy! "Rastus’ ' 
his held, on 


gub me a lickin’ aftah school, 


Old Friends, 


For Saturday Night. . 
Yer comin’ here to-day, Bill, recalls our boy hood daye, 
When you and I together played—with Ebenezer Hayes. 
Now, don’t you mind the time, Bil), when we both run away ? 
We slept all night in Brown’s barn, and hid there all next day. 


I think I see yer dad, Bill, a-callin’ of us back ; 

You strikin’ down the side-line, me runnin’ down the track. 

Then how we jumped aboard the train and couldn’t pay 
our ride, 

And when the railioad put us cff, jist busted out and cried. 





Yes, Bill, we'd lote of fun then—when you and I was boys. 

I often wondered how ye'd been, in sorrows or in joys. 

But ye say how luck’s been with you, and how you've grown 
ricoh, 

While I've been jist the opposite, for wealth and I don’t 
hitch. 


But, Bill, I’m glad you come—glad you come this way. 

Yes, Mary’s dead and in her grave ; I laid her there one day. 
This little chap’s the only one—the rest are cold and still. 
P'raps you'll be insulted, but, old chum, we called him Bill. 


Notangry,¢h? Well, Bill, I'm glad! 

We thought as how you'd like him when once you'd seen 
the lad. ; 

But set him down, Bill—yet he kinder wants to stay ; 

He’s no sister now or brother, and misses all their play. 


I see you drop a tear, Bill. { know jist what it’s tor, 

That picture hangio’ on the wall ; ye once was fond of her. 
But that’s all over long ago ; it drove us far apart. 
Sometimes I've often wonder’d if it hada’t broke her heart. 


For I was mostly rough like, while you was slick and clean, 

And allus seemed more like her sort than I hev ever been. 

I used ter think p’r’ap3 ‘twas spite—that’s sometimes been 
the way, 

But never once in all her life a word she'd ever say. 


Yes, Bill, I'll shake yer hand ag’in. It does me good to see 

That still there lingers in yer heart a big warm place for 
me. 

It’s many years ago, Bill, since we were boys together. 

Your lifs’s been spent in eunshine, while mine’s been cloudy 
weather. 


I’ve traveled o’er life’s rougheet roads; my hairs are turn- 
ing gray. 

I robbed you of her love, Bill, when she wae young and gay. 

Bat, Bill, in memory of the one who sleeps on yonder hill, 

Let's both forget, and you'll forgive. Say, won't you, old 
friend Bill? Tom Huma. 


Old Jock. 


Por Saturday Night. 

Ten years since we parted in grief and regret, 

Ten years since we parted—ten years till we met— 
In travel and action he’d passed from my mind 

As the vapors of morning are chased by the wind. 

And little I thought on a desolate rock 

On the shores of Superior I'd meet with old Jock ! 


The world is but small and how ¢ften we meet 

The friends of old years in the church—on the street— 
How gladly we hail them, and talk of the time 

When as boys we were friends in our own native clime. 
What vistas reopen! What memories flock 

Like Peris long prison’d !—I found so with Jock | 


A bare twenty minutee—the whistle blew ehrill 
From the deck of the steamer—each valley ana hill 
Gave an answering echo—one grasp of the hand 
Right friendly and firm, and we passed from the land; 
For distance and duty are demons that mock 
At meetings and partings like mine with old Jock. 
F. M. Data Fosse. 


Tit For Tat. i 


For Saturday Night. 
** Please criticize.” I did. She was my friend ; 
I loved her as the spring-bird loves the dew, 
Could scarce see wrong in anything she'd do, 
Yet there wae one fault here she could amend ; 
I showed her how, but careful was to send 
A dozen words of praise, which well I knew 
She merited, and yet were no lees true 
The words of dispraise which with them did blend. 


Quick ae a flash came back the hot reply— 
** If I'm e0 full of faults, I'd like to know 
Are you perfection? I’m as good as you |” 
Did I deserve them? Does she sometimes sigh 
As she recalis them? That was years ago, 
And we, ino might be one, alas! are two. 
J. Smivey. 


























































Aspiria. j 





Breathe, mountain wind—thou breath of God f 
The plein is hot below : 

The petals of the fainting rose 
Fall like a scented snow. 


Come ! from the cedar heights and towers 
Of glorious Lebanon ; 

Till lilies lift their languid cheeks, 
Still amorous of the sun. 


Breathe, wind of God—thou south wind blow !: 
The frost hath fall’n amain ; 

Breathe quickly, or our flowering hopes ‘ 
By the keen north are alain ! 


Thy breath of balm, O Spirit sweet, 

Brings summer to my soul ! a 
Then like a bird my bosom sings 

When Love hath made me whole. 


Then, as the spicy odors flow 
From every bloom abroad, 

O'er desert fields my life shall go, 
Warm-eweetened by my God. 


Blow, mountain freshness |—downward blow, 
Where epirite languish’d lie ; 

Wind of the south, O softly blow, 
Till brumal shadows fly ! 


Then, like the roe o'er hille of balm, 
Our souls shall homeward move, 
And summer in that glorious clime 
Of the Eternal Love. 
- Parson Feliz, in the Critie 





The Kiss of Children, 


No thought or sense unsatit fied 
The kiss of little children brings, 
No after-taste of bitter things, 
No tearful prayer for peace denied ; 
. No shadow of remorse’s wings, 
No sense of failen worth and pride, 
No feverish search of Lethe’s tide— 
But from their lips contentment springs. 


The hiss of little children wakes 
The hopes of endless better things ; 
It etire our hearts till memory sings 
Of our lost innocence and takes 
Us by the hand—that childlike clings 
To here—along her paths, and makes 
Ue nobler for the truth, that breaks 
The dream the kise of children brings. 
— Charles Gordon Rogers in New England Magazine. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


- Between You and Me. 


NNIVERSARIES are entirely de- 
pendent on circumstances for 
their brightness, are they not? 
I wondered, on Easter Sunday 
morning, as I sat in the old place, 
in the old choir, in the old church, 

where I sat just ten years ago that Easter day, 
what made me so happy! A gentle, quiet 
radiance of good-will and contentment, kindly 
faces of old friends, over whose ‘ whitening 
pows time was gently laying his frost-print ; 
faces of young friends, grown from childhood 
into young man and womanhood, girls married 
and sedately marching in with husband and 
bairns, boys grown past prankish years into 
responsible voters, and over all of them a rosy 
light, the light of ‘“‘auld lang syne” and Home! 
It was a lovely Easter and I was very content 
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to be there, I cannot explain why, nor did I try 
to. Sometimes, during the pleasant day, I 


thought of clouds that were over others, of 


tears that must fall, and of an Easter that was 
gloomy, but my heart was too satisfied to ache 
for them, and asI began by saying, anniver- 
saries depend on circumstances for their suc- 
cess or their failure as pleasure-giving institu- 
tions. 


Our parson gave us a most startling sermon 
that day. He believes very circumstantially 
in a personal, orthodox devil, with horns, hoofs 
and a tail, and he advanced the assertion that 
those poor people whose misdeeds were unre- 
pented of should in the eternities of punish- 
ment wear a like form! Itis unadvisable to 
laugh in church, but the sudden picture 
was too much for my _ gravity, and 
I laughed! I wondered that anyone in this 
age should seriously depict such a devil. I 
know if Lucifer does look like that, one of my 
clearest ideals will go down. I cannot help 
bel'eving that what was once the brightest 
angel in the bright and beautiful host is still 
in form as perfect ; that the devil whom I must 
guard against, who knows my weak points 
and would compass my fall, is not an apish 
fright, distorted and deformed, but a perfect 
and intelligent being, with an intellect keen 
and subtle, with a voice persuasive and power- 
ful, with consummate skill to deceive, and 
cunning to compel, with patience to wait and 
perseverance beyond belief. That is the devil 
who drives me, consciously unable to cope with 
him, to the only power that is ‘ais superior. 
That is the devil who evoked the canny Scotch 
wife's pity, when she longed to pray even for 
him! There is nothing awful enough in the 
brutish effigy with horns and tail, but in the 
glorious, revengeful, cruel angel, with his 
heaven born beauty lit with the lurid fire of 
hate and despair’ and misery forever, I can 
imagine and fear a satisfactory devil ! 

* 

As I journeyed home on the C. P. R. on 
Monday, quite a number of interesting people 
jostled against me. There wes a bearded, 
bald-headed farming man (why did his hair 
stray from the crown of his head to his chin ?) 
who was the most lightning reader I ever 
saw. He began and finished a novel by E. P. 
Roe, and picked out the fattest volume on the 
news-agent’s arm as the next instalment. He 
read two papers, a number of Lippincott's, and 
a few more trifles, between London and To- 
ronto, besides talking very intelligibly 
and instructively to all and _ sundry. 
I wonder did his mental digestion assimilate 
all this, or did he dash through all these 
columns to killtime? A gray-haired woman in 
a hat dumped two little muddy-shoed boys vis- 
a-vis to the reading farmer and Lady Gay. One 
was a good boy, and the other was—wel), what- 
ever substantive you have handy for the worst 
bad boy of your acquaintance. He kicked my 
shins, and groped round my petticoats with 
his grimy boots, and expectorated emphatically, 
and rapped on the window, and knocked 
down my umbrella, and ended by calmly put- 
ting out his tongue to an appalling length at 
me. Even now my fingers tingle when I re- 
member that boy! LIignored him, and began 
inviting the good boy to Toronto, to ride a 
bicycle, drive a small pony and go to the Mueee. 
The bad boy pooh-poohed the idea, but I could 
see he was feeling badly. He drew in his 
tongue and curled up his muddy feet, and at 
last signified his wish to also visit me. Then 
my hourcame. I* told him he should never 
come, nor were bicycles and ponies possible for 
him. I also told him with incisive truth what 
he was, and how he appeared to the world in 
general. He once or twice tried to put his 
tongué out, but he couldn't ; he was utterly un 
done and routed. It waslovely! Finally he 
made a dash for the woman in the hat, and her 
glare at me completed my satisfaction. 

Don’t you love to have tea on the train? I 
always go by the C.P.R., just for the sake of 
having that cunning little table set up, and the 
absurd little table-cloth, and the tea-pot with the 
loose lid, that always falls into your 
tea-cup, when you “‘don'’t watch out,” as Whit- 
comb Riley says. Everything is so crowded 
and noisy and altogether different from a meal 
anywhere else. The tea lurches in every direc- 
tion at once, and the Saratoga potatoes remind 
you that ‘fingers were made before forks,” 
and the broiled bacon is so beautifully crisped. 
I am very partial to the C. P. R. cook's way of 
doing bacon, Then the waiter murmurs an 
apologetic request that a gentleman may have 
half of the wee table, and you don’t mind if he 
does, and he and you munch, and grab your 
tea-cups, and confess you feel better, and when 
the waiter suggests “jam” you very nearly 
say yes, The half dollar which the toast and 
tea and bacon and Saratoga chips demand is 
always my most cheerfully expended cash, 
Tea on the train is delightful ! 

. 


And then you get safe home, and there is 
nothing left but a pleasant memory of the Eas- 
ter holidays at the dear old home. Nothing ? 
Bless me! I forgot the basket. Do you know 
that basket? The largest that money can buy, 
the heaviest that man can carry, that basket 
full of lovely things from home, that 
basket which you smuggle into the train, 
and which the crabbad conductor discovers 
and promptly fires out, and anon cometh ap 
express agent and demandeth seveaty cents, 
for itis an awful basket, and cheap at half a 
hundredweight. There are eggs in it, that 
would scare a puny Toronto hen to look at, 
and butter that smells of sweet hay and hasn't 
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a sniff of turnips or tub; and jelly, 
and jams, and sauces, and cordials and, 
no one can just say what all! 
I think this last basket was the Jumbo among 
baskets so far. I know it was the heaviest ; I 
didn’t dream of smuggling it in, for I knew 
the crabbed conductor, and I knew it would 
get stuck in the gangway, and concealment for 
one moment would be adream! It is an ach- 
ing void now—poor thing—and Mr. Gay and I 
don’t know what to do with it. It would cer- 
tainly do for another trip, but—well, we have 
some sense of the eternal fitness of things, and 
really, to arrive at the paternal threshold with 
that basket empty would seem rather too 
much of a suggestion, don’t you think ? 





Lapy Gay, 
The Compact. 
A Story of a Quiet Fight around the Corner, and the 
Terms of Capitulation. 
BY MACK, 


HEN Clarence Cloverdale’s peo- 
ple moved into town and settled 
next door to Dickey Dobson's 
folks, the latter’s lively little 
heart fairly went mad for joy. 
Dickey was quite a figure among 

the boys of the town—the most out-and-out 
boy of them all. His pants were held on by 
means of one brace, and when he wanted to be 
dead sure of them, as for instance when he saw 
the preacher coming towards him, he would 
stuff his hands into his pockets, straighten his 
elbows and accept advice like a little man. j 
Richard—the preacher was the only person in 
the world who called Dickey by that name, and 
the urchin regarded it as a sort of religious 
exercise— was at once liked and teared by the 
good man, for he could not forget that on the 
one memorable occasion when Richard evinced | 
a phenomenal interest in the story of Samson, | 
and kept him talking at the parsonage gate, he 
found that while he had been feeding the lad’s 
thirst for knowledge other boys had entirely 
stripped a cherry tree behind the house. 
It may only have been a_ coincidence, 
but the good man never thought of Samson or 
saw Richard without the idea of cherries sug- 
gesting itselftohim. Being a just man and 
fearing that his suspicions might be unfair to 
a bright boy, he never mentioned the subject 
to Dickey, but took all the more interest in 
him, 

Dickey was a boy who took all the diseases 
that hard luck could trot out, met with all the 
accidents that he could get his fidgety little 
body in the way of, and had still time to be the 
worst nuisance of any youngster in the whole 
town. He wovld climb upon the roof of a 
covered buggy standing in a shed, and when 
the rig started off would kick and screech until 
let down ; he would take hold of the whegh, of 
a wagon, bracing his feet against the felloes at 
one side and holding firmly to the spokes at 
the other, and cevolve around as the wheel 
moved, screaming in real or feigned terror un- | 
til the driver stopped, when he would tumble 
off and,scamper over the nearest fence. He 
was the boldest spirit in the place and though 
voted a plague by all, he was admired. 

Accomplished youth as he was, his many 
accomplishments were -known to all the na- 
tives, and so with pleasure he welcomed the | 
arrival of the Cloverdales with a boy of his own | 
age whem he could dazzle with a gradual 
revelatien of his performances. There are | 
boys whose hair is whitened with age who 
vastly enjoy such achance as presented itself | 
to Dickey. 

The two boys were on the lawns before their | 
respective houses, and Dickey set to work to | 
measure accomplishments with the new-comer. 
To lead Clarence on he began mildly by | 
whistling through his fingers, but the new boy 
only looked at him in reply and sat down | 
daintily on the door-step. Then he put his | 
little finger in his mouth and whistled, then 
his middle finger, and one after another every | 
finger he had about him, but his antagonist | 
never so much as puckered a lip in the way of } 
competition. Bound toshine and awaken some 
show of envy, Dickey now put both hands to | 
his mouth and produced a hollow sound like a 
steamboat whistle. This generally called ad- | 
wiration from the most callous, for he was the | 
only boy in town who could do it, but Long | 
Curls in the ner« lot deigned not one look of 
interest, and Dickey was forced to conclude 
that the new boy not only could do nothing 
creditable himself but was unable to appreciate 
talent in another. However, to give him one 
more chance, and not having exhausted his 
bag of tricks, Dickey teetered over on his hands 
and walked back and forth, squinting | 
through the fence to see if the other s0 | 
much as responded with a weak and inef. 
fectual hand-spring. But the new boy at- 
tempted no counter display and Dickey was 
mad. His ideas were somewhat of this order, 
although he did not bother putting them into 
organized form: Here's one of those girl-boys 
whose parects spoil them with kisses and 
scented soap, and white bibs and dolls; who are 








cuddled and hugged until they are ‘ no good.” 
His father said there were only two ways of 
preventing a boy who had anything in him 


from developing into something—one way was 
for his parents to fondle all the spirit and fizz 
out of him, and the other way was to kill him 
on the spot and bury him deep. His Uncle Bill 
had added that no boy was healthy who didn't 
break an arm before he was ten and a leg be- 
fore he was twenty, and that a boy was like 
a cat—the only way to kill a cat was to chop 
it up with an axe and hide the pieces, 

It is not surprising that Dickey was such a 
harum-scarum youth when he was posted on 
the views of his father and his favorite uncle, 
but then, these doting relations may have 
fashioned their views so as to excuse the larks 
of the mischievous boy. Here then was a girlie- 
boy, and he had not only to express his own 
contempt but he had to give effect to the views 
of his father and uncle. 

“Say, Sissy,” he sneered, ‘‘I'll bet you can’t 
walk on top of that fence.” 

““Who’ye callin’, Sissy?” asked Clarence, his 
eyes blinking. 

‘* If you ain't a sissy let’s see you walk the 
fence. You can’t—that’s why—y’ can’t, y’ 
can’t.” 

**Don’t want to.” 

‘* Aw, go in home; it’s time to get your hair 
curled—sissy, sossy, soocy, boocy. I can beat 
yourunning. I can run faster ’en a horse. 
Yisteddy I caught up to a wagon and got right 
in behind among the apples. You couldn't do 
that—you couldn’t catch our old sawhorse, 
You—say, I can lick you.” 

‘Kin ye?” 

="Ts0. 

Tes 

* You try.” 

“You're scared,” and Clarence got to the 
farthest corner of his house and dared Dickey 
tocomeon. The new hoy looked as though he 
were about to run for << . sure enough, as 
Richard clambered over the fence Curly disap 
peared around thé corner, whence he was 
quickly pursued. The blind rush is never wise, 
and Dickey no sooner turned the corner than 


| Clarence landed upon him, and over and over 


they roiled. 

‘Don’t holler! Fight low,” gasped Sissy. 
‘“‘My mother’s going—(take that)—going to 
give me—(oh, would you though, not much)— 
to give me a toboggan if 1 don’t—(here, no bit- 
ing; now I've got you)—ifI don’t get into a 
fight for a week.” 

To Dickey’s credit be it said that he did not 
make any more noise than he found strictly 
necessary in the rush of business he had in 
hand. He had notions of honor, had Dickey, 
and didn’t want his own or anybody’s mo*her 
mixing inthe melee with a broom. It is all 
right to joke about women not being able to 
hit straight or throw straight, but they can hit 
mighty hard sometimes. In the first surprise 
the new boy had secured the advantage and 
held it pretty well throughout, finally getting 
Dickey face down on the grass, where he pinned 
him firmly. 


Winterbloom—Don’t you think $200 is rather high for a tailor-made gown! Von Blumer tells 


me his wife paid only $150 for hers. 
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‘* Who’ye call Sissy /” 

“ Jist lemme up.” 

‘““Who’ye call Sissy? I’m going to keep you 
here till you’re dead.” 

** You'd better,” said Dickey, ‘for I'll wallop 


you if I have to wait a hundred million 
years. You'll have to let me up—your 
mother will come out and you'll 
get no toboggan. Say, I'll tell you 


what'll do: if you let me ride your toboggan 
Ill lick all the boys for you ’twixt now and 
when you get it.” 
arranged, Dickey, with his face in the grass, 


binding himself by every sacred obligation of 
boyhood to play fair and help earn the tovog- 
It was further arranged that the two 
plotters could finish their own fight some time 


gan. 


when they had a good chance, 


‘*Say, pa,” remarked Dickey that night at 


tea, *‘Clarence Cloverdale ain’t a girlie-boy.” 
This observation not creating the surprise he 
anticipated nor arousing any noticeable inter- 
est, and fearing that he might be forced into 


divulging the ponderous secret of the day's 
encounter, Dickey dropped into a silence which 


alarmed his mother into forcing some quinine 
into him before he went to bed. The compact 
was attended with success, Clarence won his 
reward, and once he had secured it he soon 
demonstrated that he required no other boy to 
defend him. 

People who are always fighting in one way 
or another should not forget that those who 
avoid or do not seek fights are not necessarily 
unable to hold their own in emergency. A 
fashionable coat does not prevent the arm 


within from being strong and trained ; even a 


spectacled dude may be able, if he cares to 
bother, to knock down the bellowing black- 
guard of the slums—in fact, I have seen it done, 
Don’t presume on the quiet man—he is a pent- 
up force. 








Three Forms. 


FORM I, 

N acity home, in a cosy room sits a wo- 
map, a wife, a mother. Two softly 
shaded lamps illumine the apartment 
and throw up the glowing tints of a 
rich Persian carpet and crimson vel- 
vet curtains. She is alone, and re- 
flecte. ‘Ihave been trying always to 
be a faithful, devoted wife and mother 

to my husband and family, but have never ex- 
perienced that long-yearned joy of hearing 
either children or my once-devoted lover 
say soin any way whatsoever. But perhaps I 
am weak and foolish,’ she thought as she 
walked toher tlowers, that were scattered about 
everywhere, in pote, in vases,indishes, ‘I 
should be happy,” she mused. ‘* My husband is 
clever and I never had to worry over a single 
trouble of his, in fact, he never even mentions 
his affairs to me ; but I am not happy.” 

Again she sat down in a comfortable 


Mrs, Winterbloom—True, my dear, but she got hers before I got mine,—Life, 








And thus the bargain was 
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chair and thought, “Shall I ask his 
advice to-night when he comes home? 
No, the last time I asked him he looked at 
me strangely and made my very soul blush. 
No, I'll not trouble him to-night. I once was 
fair, and as these flowers seem to me now I 
seemed once to my husband.” 

The atmosphere was redolent with hothouse 
fragrance, of clematis and tuberose, and fed 
her mind with the simile. “I know these 
flowers will fade,” she continued. ‘I knew 
my youthful bloom would fade, as it did, and 
all too quickly. He used to sometimes praise 
my soft blue eyes and bright golden hair, but 
even now if he would but see me with the eyes 
of love, the hair silver, and the blue dimmed 
by age, there is a grace and beauty in a pure, 
loving old age that tar outstretches the comeli- 
nessof youth. Yet has he, during all the years 
we have strolled life’s path together, never 
even looked at me with sweet approbation 
or a lingering glance of love. Oh, 
my heart! my memory! I wish I could 
think that he ever had! Thetwo boys are just 
like him, and he chides them because they can- 
not help inheriting his personality. My 
daughter is in society. She is attractive and 
winsome in her words, but how selfish and 
thoughtless in her ways!” and agreat and ex- 
ceeding bitterness flooded the thinker’s heart. 
**Poor dear Maud!” she sighed, ‘‘am I re- 
sponsible for this soul? Is she mine? Whata 
burlesque is life! For simple personal pleasure 
this soul was created, and it may live to curse 
me. I find her incompetent to even wait on 
me in my pre mature age, not only unable to sup- 
ply the needs of a wasting body, but of a re- 
pressed, wistful, throbbing heart.” 

FORM II, 

The same house, the same room, the same 
wife and mother. It is a bright June day. 
Maud is asleep on a pretty couch. The old 
lady, seized with a great loneliness and longing 
for human companionship, watched her daugh- 
ter’s slumber insilent wistfulness. The warm 
sun poured in upon the sleeper ; there was no 
one there but the mother to watch every tint 
of her complexion. The mother exclaimed to 
herself, ‘* What magnificent golden hair!” 
The brilliant rays illumined it and the girl’s 
large heavy-lidded blue eyes with shafts of 
tawny orange. ‘‘ How like I used to look.” 
she thought. ‘‘ And was Iselfish, and careless 
to my mother?” She knew she was not and 
her heart bled for the might-have-been sweet 
soul, upon whose red-lipped mouth and bright 
clear skin the sun lingered lovingly. Maud 
awakened and her mother’s reverie was pleas- 
antly interrupted, 

Her mother had longed for her company, her 
love, and though Maud had pre-arranged a 
little drive with a friend, begged of her to re- 
main with her just for a little while. ‘' You're 
old and dull, Mama dear,” said Maud thought- 
lessly, *‘ and you know I promised to go with 
Laura.” So with a hasty touch of lips they 
parted. Once more alone. This was only add- 
ing zest to the unhappy wife’s despair and the 
words, * You're old, you’re old,” wrung her 
very souland seemed enameled in fire on the 
retina of her eyes, where they dwelt with oft- 
repeated pangs. Back to the old arm-chair 
she went, still musing, and settled the soft 
cushions around her head, feeling a strange 
exhaustion, and in pathetic reverie sat in the 
loving embrace of a chair, leaning on its gener- 
ous if unsympathetic shoulder. 

‘“* If I could be taken away by the great good 
God, and my husband and children thought I 
were dead, would it teach a lesson of alifetime 
Would it give me the love I crave? Would 
they call me blessed when I was gone? Oh, to 
die! todie!” Poetry filled her soul and she 
said : 

“* Every dream we thought was lost, 
Every hope we thought was crossed, 
In Heaven shall be fulfilled.” 

Suddenly all is changed. Her heart wells 
with the fullness of indefinable satisfaction. 
Every yearning and want of love is gratified, 
and ineffable sweetness fills her whole soul. 
The hungry, aching heart is satiated, and she 
is thrilled with every sweet approval and 
loving look. Her pulse weakens; the room 
darkens, and the silver cord is loosed, the spirit 
has returned, and the soul opens it eyes free 
from flesh, asking: ** What, oh what is this ? 
I am dead.” 

FORM IIL 

The same room ; changed, no mother's soul 
there. The heart has suicided from sorrow 
overmuch. ‘“‘Not dead! Speak! my mother. 
O, mother! mother!” moaned Maud in bitter 
anguish of heart. 

“My wife, my heart, myself, my life, gone! 
The woman of my life and joy gone!” said her 
husband, knitting his brow with an agony of 
pain. 

The husband and family stand around h 
dead. Dismay has for a time paralyzed all 
faculties, Her two sons stand by in sombre 
silence and act as ifashamed to weep, for to 
them tears seem demeaning to manhood. 
The slender green fronds of a large 
palm occupying a corner near the door 
glisten asthe wavering flames froma small 
fire burning on the hearth rest capriciously 
upon them. Outside nature sympathizes with 
the scene. The treescreak and roar with quite 
a wintry sound, and great tumbled masses of 
purple clouds heap themselves in the heavens. 
The soul of him who had never been a tender 
husband nor an indulgent father was now 
engulfed with sorrow, evoking intensely soft 
shrieks such as the winter wind makes ina 
ruined castle. Ah! Ah! They had all trodden 
aide by side silently with one whom they loved 
dearly. Seized with that pathetic reverie 
which is given only to that which will not re- 
turn, that pain, in fine, which numb despair 
and gloomy melancholy bring on, all from 
their hearts cry too late! too late! 

Is there no consolation for their poor souls ? 
No. Only toawaken every day with the sad 
longing that their love might have found some 
expression, in approving looks, in soothing 
words, in loving deeds, in terder kindness. 
But she, the mother, the wife, the woman, 
needs not now the much missed ministrations, 
for she is satisfied. 


Montreal. C.D, CLIFFE. 





Backers of Nature. 


Physician— Doctors, you know, merely assist 


nature. 
Layman— Especially when one endeavors to 


escape the debt of nature. 
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The Drama. 


HEN it was first an- 
nounced that Corbett, 
the champiou heavy- 
weight pugilist of the 
world, was to appear 
at the Academy of 
Music with prices put 
at a higher notch than 

any of the famous actors who have been here 
all season had dared to put them, I thought it 
asad commentary on popular sentiment. So 
now I apologize for the unjust thoughts that 
came to me in regard to Toronto people. This 
city has done itself proud, by proving that the 
slugger is not prized above the great actor, for 
the Academy was practically an empty house 
on Tuesday evening. I never saw in a Toronto 
theater sucha vast and unbroken expanse of 
empty seats. Half those who were there were 
admitted free. It is creditable to thiscity that 
a pugilist should fail to draw a house in com- 
petition with Seidl and Juch, the Harmony 
Club and the Hecker Children, When the 
prices were reduced for the two performances 
of Weanesday, better houses turned out. 

oa 

A morning paper says that everyone was dis- 
appointed in Corbett. It was a pleasant 
disappointment. We have seen Sullivan and 
Mitchell, and all the plug-uglies of the ring, and 
people could not realize that the tall, graceful 
and gentlemanly-looking fellow in fashionable 
dress was the champion heavy-weight of the 
world. Had he been introduced as the cham- 
pion ten-mile walker or the champion baseball 
pitcher, we would have felt that he looked if, 
every inch of him. But when one compared 
him with the massive, porcine, scowling 
Sullivan, he was non-plused. From his first 
appearance on the stage until the curtain 
finally fell, his every word and action conveyed 
the impression of an intelligent gentleman of 
some education, of considerate feelings and 
accustomed to good society. Corbett is a man 
with achance. He looks the gentleman and 
knows what a gentleman should be; his friends 
claim, and those who see him will credit it, 
that he has good antecedents, therefore let him 
preserve his respectability and glorify pugilism 
with a gleam of good breeding. In the play 
Alice Saunders asks him if he can be a prize- 
fighter and still be a gentleman, and he replies 
that he can, for his heart is right. Out of the 
play let him keep his heart and his life right 
and his name will long live as that of a 
respectable man who overthrew those who were 
at once the idols and the product of black- 
guardism, demonstrating that decent living is 
not incompatible with physical courage and 


muscle, 
. 


A man of ready intelligence, Corbett made a 
very good attempt at acting. The play is the 
clumsiest kind of a thing, constructed so as to 
give him opportunities to defend the weak and 
pose as a magnanimous hero; but he has a 
keen comprehension of events and makes the 
most of his chances. Sullivan on the stage was 
something of a lay figure, saying about fifty 
words on such evenings as he felt particularly 
clear-headed, and skipping half of them at 
other times. But Corbett has a very heavy 
part and is on the boards almost constantly. 
As regards the champion’s prospects of holding 
the championship I am no judge, although I 
would be very glad to hear of him vanquishing 
Mitchell, Jackson and Smith if he meets them, 
If prize-fighting must continue I am sure all 
decent people would prefer that this compara- 
tively decent person should prevail over the 
typical animal who swaggers around the prize- 
ring claiming to be ‘‘the best man in the 
world.” Why cannot a man of good morals 
and clean life go down among these low 
brawlers and punch them one by one all 
around a sixteen-foot ring for the glory of good 
morals and the gate receipts‘ The money 
secured would be restored to respectable 
channels, and young men endowed with mus 
cle would no longer feel that such equipment 
proved them predestined for evil ways. For 
those who admire boxing it may be added that 
Corbeit’s strength lies in his reach and, par- 
ticularly, in his speed of hand and agility of 
foot, which equal that of any light-weight. | 
He is lithe as a cat in body and his head shoots 
about like lightning and cannot be hit, In 
dodging he surpasses even Mitchell. 


Grenville P. Kleiser is certainly fulfilling his 
promise to give his patrons a series of high 
class entertainments, Frank Lincoln, who ap- 
pears next Tuesday evening in the Pavilion, as 
the fourth number in the Star Course, comes to 
j Toronto with an unquestionable prestige, 
John Ruskin wrote to him thus: “I am in 
: debted to you for an evening of intellectual 





fun.” Mr. Lincoln's programme will be as fol- 
lows: 
1. @ Choracteristics of National Humor. 
b+ Masical Memories. 
2. Peculiar Orators. 
3. Voices of the Night. 
The plan of seats is filling up rapidly at Nord 


heimer's, 
+ 


Mr, Owen A. Smily, the popular young elocu- 
tionist, has returned from a trip west to Detroit 
and towns en route, his readings being the 
chief feature at the Sherbourne street Metho- 
dist concert and recital on Good Friday even- 

Ye ing. 


A Kentucky Girl will be on at Jacobs & 
































































































































over it, her own orphan charges in her cage 
being somewhat too big and restless for cod- 
dling. Isaw one play a trick upon her that 
was human in its premeditated mischief. 
Jenny was lying down on the floor, so one 
young imp—whose ancestor in days gone by 
was, without doubt, the progenitor of that race 
whose representative in modern times was 
Peck’s bad boy—possessed himeelf of a tin cup, 
climbed up to the top of the cage and dropped 
it upon Jenny, who, after a hard chase, caught 
the offender, cuffed him, and kept him in dur- 
ance vile foralongtime. After all, there is a 
great deal of human nature in a beast.° N.B, 
This remark is original and patented. Vic. 
Reg., vol. 10, chap. 2. Down in the theater 
there is a somewhat longer list of attractions 
than usual, comprising singing, dancing, wire 
walking, fire eating and contortionist acts. 
D. G. 


Sparrow’s next week. The scene is laid in the 
Kentucky mountains and the plot is thrilling. 
* 


The Danish Warblers, Dagmar and Decelle, 
who were at the Academy with Corbett’s com- 
pany this week, won much favorable comment 
by their singing. 


Barlow Bros’. Minstrels are at the Academy 
for the close of the week, On Monday night The 
Leavenworth Case will be presénted.. 

At the Grand next week one of Charles Froh- 
man’s companies will present the new comedy, 


Gloriana. = MACK. 


Two artists whose performances hardly re 
ceived the notice which they merited, were 
Mr. and Mrs. Rouclere, who were at Muore’s 
Musee last week. Of Mr. Rouclere asa juggler 
and prestidigitateur I shall say but little ; his 
performance was neat, artistic and clever: As 
a psychonotist and mental telegrapher, in 
which he is assisted by his wife, I do not think 
that his equal has ever been seen in Toronto. 
The former may be briefly described as follows. 
Mrs, Rouclere is blindfolded and mesmerized 
by her husband, who then descends among the 
audience, where he makes several requests 
among the members for toots in tones so low 
that they certainly never reach Mrs, Rouclere. 
Handkerchiefs, watches and rings were inter- 








Some Trolley Squibs. 


HERE were two bells upon the 
back of a trolley car, and said 
car being laid up for the night, 
they were taking advantage of 
the opportunity afforded by the 
absence of humans to indulge in 

a brief exchange of remarks. 
“ Clangwhack,” said the bell upon the right, 
‘*can you tell me why the ladies always ring 





changed among those present and in| 1). wrong bell when they wish the car to stop?” 
each case Mrs.  Rouclere, a ' 3 ‘No, friend Brassbang, the question is be- 
blinded, returned them to their origina yond me,” answered Clangwhack. ‘“ Why do 


owners. In one performance Mrs. Rouclere, 
who remains under the mesmeric influence 
throughout, complied with fifteen requests the 
conditions of which were conveyed to her by 
her husband in some unseen manner. The per- 
formance has to be seen to be properly appre- 
ciated,and I am afraid that my description 
conveys a very inadequate idea of its character. 
The performance in mental telegraphy was 
wonderfully rapid. No sooner had Mr. Rou- 
clere glanced at the articles which were shown 
to him than his wife, who in this case remained 
on the stage, blindfolded as before, described 
them. I wrote several rows of figures on the 
blackboard which Mrs. Rouclere added up, and 
then named every figure I touched. There 
was no physical communication between her 
husband and herself, as I stood between them. 
Whatever theory people may entertain con- 
cerning the nature of these performances and 
how they are done, all who have witnessed 
them agree in admitting their extreme clever- 
ness. I might add in conclusion that Mrs, 
Rouclere has an extraordinary memory. It is 
on authentic record that she read Hiawatha 
twice over and then repeated it from beginning 
to end, 


they?” 

‘* Because,” said the first speaker, with a me- 
tallic chuckle, ‘‘ because they do not know the 
ropes.” 

**One on me, friend Brassbang,” remarked 
the other, joining gently in the laugh, “ but 
here’s getting back at you. How does the 
electricity find its way from the overhead wire 
to the motor attachment ?” 

“An easy one, that, Clangwhack, an easy 
one,” replied the jovial Brassbang. ‘‘It goes 
through the conductor.” 

‘* Why, that would produce bad results, for 
if it went through the conductor it would do 
him up,” said Clang. 

‘“‘Him !” exclaimed the other. ‘‘I did not 
refer to that conductor, but to the one that 
collects the electricity and charges the bat- 
teries.” 

“Oh!” replied Clang, with a laugh that 
made his clapper rattle. ‘‘I thought vou were 
speaking of the one that collects the fares and 
charges the passengers.” 

**Good enough, that makes us even,” said 
Brassbang. ‘‘ But lam not silenced yet, for even 
he must possess considerable electricity. He 
threw out two sparks this morning.” 

**How so?’ 

‘* Why, those two dudes that were annoying 
the young lady who sat in the corner so much 
that she complained to him. Did you not see 
them ejected ?” 

‘True, Brassbang, you score again, and now 
I bethink me, did he not say to the fresh young 
man who tried to work the transfer racket that 
anyone who touched him (for a free ride) would 
feel a shock?” 

At this juncture the night-watchman came 
up to see what made the bells jingle so, and the 
two friends in their efforts to suppress rheir 
mirth cracked their sides and were condemned 
next day as useless. UNCLE ARTIE, 


The comedy sensational drama, The Dago, is 
one of the-best things that have been seen at 
Jacobs and Sparrow’s this season. In my 
opinion it eclipses every play with the excep- 
tion of McFee of Dublin. fhe plot is exceed- 
ingly simple. A little child stands between 
a clever, scheming woman and a large fortune, 
and the adventuress has the child kidnapped 
and attempts to murder it, together with its 
father and the man who helped her. Out of 
these simple materials the author has com- 
posed @ strong, clean and interesting drama 
withenough of the comic element intermingled 
to render the piece diverting. Aithough the 
scene in which the conflagration is depicted is 
far away the most realistic picture that 
I have witnessed in the house this 
year, the whole play really depends 
but little upon scenic effects. Its power to in- 
terest the audience is entirely based upon the 
merits of the play and the excellence of the 
strong, evenly balanced company which the 
Carrolls have gathered around them. The 
three actors, R. M., Edwin H., and Richard T. 
Carroll in their respective characters of the 
Dago, Lafferty the Irishman, and Old Sponge 
the Tramp, are excellent, both in representation 
and conception, and they are well backed up 
by the other male members of the company. 
Minnie Broven, who plays Mabel Morton, has 
the advantage of possessing both a fascinating 
exterior and considerable histrionic talent, but 
I think that the author of the play is at fault 
when he makes her quail before the Dago 
in the last act, as it is completely at vari- 
ance with the character she _ represents 
throughout the piece. Inflexibility, crueity, 
thorough heartlessness and lack of principle, 
these are the attributes of her character and the 
element of fear should not have been intro- 
duced. Blanche Howard as Anita Morrelli 
enlisted the sympathy of the audience by the 
hopelessly desperate positidn in which she is 
placed. Married to a man ghe despises and 
who hates her, as acrimina! brute always hates 
the woman he cannot drag down to his own 
level, in love with the father of the kidnapped 
child for whose sake she braves the dangerous 
anger of the Dago, hers is truly a miserable lot. 
Blanche Howard acquits herself well in her 
role, though at times she is hardly volcanic 
enough for a daughter of sunny Italy. Nellie 
Lawrence gives a good representation of an 
Irish servant girl, but is not always sufficiently 
Hibernian, 





A Consoling Thought. 





At 6.30 p.m, Jones is standing on the street 
corner. He is looking for someone. It is evi- 
dent from the anxious look in his eye that he 
needs someone badly. But Jones is a haughty 
man ; he cannot pour out his soul to a mere 
stranger. Here is Backwater, who moved next 
door to Jones last week. They haven’t spoken 
before, but—never mind, he will do. 

**I suppose,” says Jones confidentially, ‘‘that 
there isn't a bigger fool than I am in town.” 

Great surprise and dissent on the part of 
Backwater. 

‘**No,” continues Jones, with increasing en- 
joyment, “I don’t suppose there is.” 

Wonderful how much less a fool you fee! 
after telling someone, 

“T was coming home last night, when I met 
a little boy crying. Said he couldn’t go home 
till he got a quarter. Now, I never give money 
on the street.” 

Jones paused and looked Backwaterinthe eye. 
He wished him to understand that there was 
nothing soft or sentimental abou‘ him. 

“You gave him the quarter,” exclaimed 
Backwater with certainty. 

‘“*I gave him the quarter,” replied Jones 
with malignant self-reproach, ‘“‘ but I took 
his name and address and a receipt for it. He 
was to come and work it out to-day.” 

‘* He diin’t come,” chanted Backwater with 
the voice of the autumn wind. 

“Oh, no, he didn’t come,” replied Jones, 

Now, what kind of a man was Backwater ? 

“ That's nothing,” he asserted boldly. ‘Last 
week a boy came to our office. He’d been all 
through the building and came to us last, I 
found out afterwards. Wanted five cents to 
set him up in papers. Nice-looking little 
chap. Too busy to think, told him I'd nothing 
but a five dollar bill. Oh, he'd get change. 
Gave it to him.” 

“You did?” said Jones breathlessly, 

** About five o'clock said to my stenographer 
that the boy was a long time getting back with 
the change. He never got back.” 

‘‘Never got back, never got back!” cried 
Jones with mournful glee, 

Backwater was a nobie man, a man after the 
heart of Jones. He loved him ever after. On 
the Queen's birthday the Jones and Backwater 
families have picnics together in High Park, 
PENNY, 


* 

The curio hall of Moore's Musee does not 
boast many attractions this week. They are 
only two in number, a blind man who plays 
drafts with singular skill, and a troupe of 
‘‘varments,” better known as coyotes, which 
go through the manceuvres familiar to all who 
have witnessed the performances of trained 
animale, For my part, I donot care for such 
shows unless I am sure that the whip is not 
the chief means by which their knowledge is 
imparted to them. I prefer watching the 
monkeys, which are a never failing source of 
interest. Baby Rooney appears to possess as 
many attractive qualities as mo%t children of 
his age; that is to say, that when he is not 
asleep he twists his face, which has far more 
expression than any baby’s of two weeks, into 
about fifty hard knots, or utters sounds which 
in the Simian tongue doubtless mean, ma and 
pa, and which give great delight to his 
mother. I notice that Mr. Rooney does 
not trouble himself much about his off- 
spring. I suppose the young one is not old 
enough to spank, while Mrs. Rooney 
does not thrust her baby upon the notice of 
everyone who calls to see her; on the contrary, 
she guards, it jealously. I heartily comimend 
her wisdom. The baby, however, is a great 
source of anxiety to Jenny, the old maid in the 
next cage, who is yearning to know it and gush 


_ Tr oO 
How to Entertain a Guest, 


First of all you must, of course, get him. 
This isn’t a difficult thing; there is nearly 
always some fellow who wants a holiday, and 
it’s ten to one if you wish for a visitor you'll 
find him, however limited your acquaintance 
is. Name a day for him to come; it’s a mistake 
to issue general invitations unless you are 
fond of surprise parties, Don't feel put out if 
at the last moment your friend telegraphs to 
say he's bringing his wife and child with him, 
as ‘“‘they need change of air after having 
scarlet fever.” Remember, it isn’t every place 
they'd feel intimate enough to come to on such 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 

















































































































short notice, Don’t let any anxiety as to your 
own children interfere with your hospitality. 
Make them all feel perfectly at home, or as if 
your house was their hotel. You ought to 
enquire on his, or rather their, arrival, what 
hour they like their breakfast. If the man 
says ‘Seven o'clock,” don’t argue the matter, 
get up and oblige him and start your family on 
a career that will make you all healthy, 
wealthy and wise. If his wife prefers hers in 
bed, let your wife take it up to her ; the absence 
of the child's mother from the table will 
probably make you congratulate yourself on 
the superior manners of your own olive 
branches. Should your servants complain that 
-the usual ways of the house are upset by extra 
work, etc., that is of no importance to the 
guest. Remember that when people visit you, 
at worst it is only a temporary infliction ; don’t 
count time, it’s only mothers-in-law that stay 
for a year. If your friend insists on accom- 
panying you to your place of business, and on 
seeing how you “ work it,” confide in him as 
a partner of the firm. Should any of your cus- 
tomers or clients seem to object to his presence 
when talking over private affairs, tell them 
“to call round ina day or two.” That will 
probably give your friend the impression that 
you are over-run with work, 

You will naturally get a carriage and drive 
your visitors about and buy theater tickets, 
and treat them tothe best of everything, re- 
gardless of expense or what you can afford. 
There'll be plenty of time for economy after 
they leave you. Place your house, your family, 
your purse, and yourself at the disposal of 
your guests, and mark my words, you'll be a 
happy man—when they're gone. 

Whea you return to your home you may be 
conscious of there being a good deal of room in 
the house, but you won't quarrel with that. 
Like the vacuum experienced after a visit to the 
dentist, it'll be such a blessed relief. Don’t 
grumble because you have to pay for it ; it isn’t 
everybody who can get something for nothing 
in this world, and truly itis more blessed to 


visit than to be visited. J. M. Logs, 
The Latest Improved System 








HE students’ reading-room up at 
the Law School is heated by 
what is represented to be the 
latest improved system. It is 
understood that the man who 
got drunk and evolved the idea, 

shortly afterwards died from a disease which 
forms the ruling characteristic of his prodigy, 
namely, wind on the stomach. An innocent- 
looking grating about half-way up the wall is 
the muzzle of the piece, while immediately 
below it is the trigger in the shape of a crank. 


Hit the trigger and out of the muzzle bulges 


with a whizz and sizzle a blast which evidently 


comes straight from the bosom of the home of 


blazes. Law students are jocularly spoken of 
as the *‘ devil’s own,” but be it understood that 
this is merely in a figurative sense, and when 
Satan really sneezes at them it doesn’t take 
them long to amend their ‘statement of 
claims.” Wind up the crank with all the 
speed ye may, but be careful, for if you happen 
to give it an extra yank, out snorts with a howl 
a back-number two-year-old blizzard which has 
evidently been rammed home with the big end 
of the North Pole, There is rime on the boys’ 
mustaches almost before the smell of burning 
hair has evaporated. The most satisfactory 
way to adjust the weapon is to balance it in 
the middle, which allows it to discharge 
alternately chills with a rumble, and 
fever with a click. It is true that 
this arrangement pute the temperature any- 
where between that of a root house and a brick 
kiln. But what would you have? If a fellow 
feels too hot he can stan around in front of it 
and dodge the blasts, or if too cold, the bliz- 
zards. This exercise, besides putting him in a 
good temper, is conducive to the caltivation 
of agility and a graceful and easy carriage. 
The only places where you are comparatively 
safe from the draughts are the corners of the 
room, in which a man by bracing himeelf 
against the walland keeping his mouth shut 
can generally prevent loosening of the teeth 
from setting in. It is understood that the 
benchers have been petitioned to have the 
walls made saw-shaped in order to supply the 
demand for corners. 

It would be a pity to profane this page with 
a “legal opinion” of this “latest improved 
system.” There are several third year men 
who have been using the room for the last few 
months, who from their greater command of 
the dead languages are much better qualified 
to deal with the subject than the writer (who 
is a man of peace). These would doubtless 
give their unqualified opinion on payment of a 
reasonable fee. There is no doubt, however, 
that a sufficient number of volunteers could be 
gathered to hold any relatives of the inventor 
under the nozz'e of the invention long enough 
to cause the family to become ex'inct. 

G. J. A. 





His Opportunity. 





“Yes,” said the convivial-looking man, 
‘there's a terrible sight of truth in what the 
poet says about everyone havin’ an opportunity 
to get rich at some time or other in his Jife. 
Now, IU bad a mighty good opportunity oncet.” 

‘““What was that?” asked the red-faced 
sportsman, 

‘“‘I met an old feller in a city where I was, 
who was on a big drunk, He was richer'n mud 
an’ was blowin’ in his stuff to beat the band. 
I kinder trained with bim for a day or two, and 
then one afternoon he went off into the blamed- 
est fit of the jerrys you ever see. He seen all 
kinds of things. I took him to a hotel an’ 
nursed an’ tended him like he was my father. 

“When he got well I found out he was a big 
miller from out West. He called me inter his 
room one day, jus’ afore he was goin’ home, an’ 
handed mea paper. It began: ‘In considera- 
tion of $1 in hand paid an’ other good an’ valer- 
able considerations,’ an’ went on to say the ol’ 

feller giv’ me 2,000 barrels of flour. Flour was 
worth $104 barrel them days, an’ that would 
have made a mighty good stake forme. But I 
didn’t get it,” 
‘** Why?” asked the red-faced sportsman. 
“Didn't have the dollar,” replied the con- 
vivial-looking man sadly.— Buffalo Express, 


Clindy! ‘Rastus’s gittin’ 
his hid, ‘o 





Old Friends, 


For Saturday Night. 

Yer comin’ here to-day, Bill, recalle our boy hood days, 
When you and I together played—with Ebenezer Hayes. 
Now, don’t you mind the time, Bil), when we both run away ? 
We slept all night in Brown’s barn, and hid there all next day. 


I think I see yer dad, Bill, a-callin’ of us back ; 

You etrikin’ down the side-line, me runnin’ down the track. 

Then how we jumped aboard the train and couldn’t pay 
our ride, 

And when the railioad put us cff, jist busted out and cried. 





































Yes, Bill, we'd lote of fun then—when you and I was boys. 

I often wondered how ye’d been, in sorrows or in joys. 

But ye eay how luck’s been with you, and how you've grown 
rich, 

While I've been jist the opposite, for wealth and I don’t 
hitch. 


But, Bill, I’m glad you come—glad you come thie way. 

Yes, Mary’s dead and in her grave ; I laid her there one day. 
This little chap’s the only one—the rest are cold and still. 
P'r’ape you'll be insulted, but, old chum, we called him Bill. 


Not angry, ¢h? Well, Bill, I'm glad! 

We thought as how you'd like him when once you'd seen 
the lad. : 

But set him down, Bill—yet he kinder wants to stay ; 

He’s no sister now or brother, and misses all their play. 


I see you drop a tear, Bill. I know jiet what it’s tor, 

That picture hangio’ on the wall ; ye once was fond of her. 
Bat that’s all over long ago ; it drove us far apart. 
Sometimes I've often wonder’d if it hada’t broke her heart. 


For I was mostly rough like, while you was slick and clean, 

And allus seemed more like her sort than I hev ever been. 

I used tex think p’r'aps ‘twas spite—that’s sometimes been 
the way, 

But never once in all her life a word she'd ever say. 


Yes, Bill, I'll shake yer hand ag’in. It does me good to see 

That still there lingers in yer heart a big warm place for 
me. 

It’s many years ago, Bill, since we were boys together. 

Your lifs’s been spent in sunshine, while mine’s been cloudy 
weather. 


I've traveled o’er life’s rougheet roads; my hairs are turn- 
ing gray. 

I robbed you of her love, Bill, when she wae young and gay. 

Bat, Bill, in memory of the one who sleeps on yonder hill, 

Let’s both forget, and you'll forgive. Say, won’t you, old 
friend Bill? Tom Humse.e. 


Old Jock. 


Por Saturday Night. 

Ten years since we parted in grief and regret, 

Ten years since we parted—ten years till we met— 
In travel and action he’d passed from my mind 

As the vapors of morning are chased by the wind. 

And little [ thought on a desolate rock 

On the shores of Superior I'd meet with old Jock ! 


The world is but small and how ¢ften we meet 

The friends of old years in the church—on the street— 
How gladly we hail them, and talk of the time 

When as boys we were friends in our own native clime. 
What vistas reopen! What memories flock 

Like Peris long prison’d !—I found so with Jock ! 


A bare twenty minutes—the whistle blew ehrill 
From the deck of the steamer—each valley ana hill 
Gave an answering echo—one grasp of the hand 
Right friendly and firm, and we passed from the land; 
For distance and duty are demons that mock 
At meetings and partings like ‘nine with old Jock. 
F. M. Data Fosse. 


Tit For Tat. 


Por Saturday Night. 
** Please criticizes.” I did. She was my friend ; 
I loved her as the spring-bird loves the dew, 
Could scarce see wrong in anything ehe’d do, 
Yet there was one fault here she could amend ; 
I showed her how, but careful was to send 
A dozen words of praise, which well I knew 
She merited, and yet were no less true 
The words of dispraise which with them did blend. 


Quick as a flash came back the hot reply— 
** If I'm @0 full of faulte, I'd like to know 
Are you perfection’ I’m as good as you |” 
Did I deserve them’? Does she sometimes sigh 
As she recalls them? That was years ago, 
And we, who might be one, alas! are two. 
J. Smivey. 





Aspiria. 





Breathe, mountain wind—thou breath of God! 
The plein is hot below : 

The petals of the fainting rose 
Fall like a scented snow. 


Come! from the cedar heights and towers 
Of glorious Lebanon ; 

Till ilies lift their languid cheeke, 
Still amorous of the sun. 


Breathe, wind of God—thou south wind blow ! 
The frost hath fall’n amain ; 

Breathe quickly, or our flowering hopes 
By the keen north are slain | 


Thy breath of balm, O Spirit sweet, 
Brings summer to my soul ! 

Then like a bird my bosom sings 
When Love hath made me whole. 


a 


Then, ae the spicy odore flow 
From every bloom abroad, 

O'er desert fields my life shall go, 
Warm-sweetened by my God. 


Blow, mountain freshness |—downward blow, 
Where epirite languish’d lie ; 

Wind of the south, O softly blow, 
Till brumal shadows fly ! 


Then, like the roe o'er hills cf balm, 
Our souls shall homeward move, 

And summer in that glorious clime 
Of the Eternal Love. 


~ Parson Feliz, in the Critie 





The Kiss of Children, 


No thought or sense unsatisfied 
The kiss of little children brings, 
No after-taste of bitter things, 
No tearful prayer for peace denied ; 
. No shadow of remorse's wings, 
No sense of fallen worth and pride, 
No feverish search of Lethe’s tide— 
But from their lips contentment eprings. 


The hive of little children wakes 
The hopes of endless better things ; 
It etire our hearts till memory sings 
Of our lost innocence and takes 
Use by the hand—that childlike clings 
To here—along her paths, and makes 
Us nobler for the truth, that breaks 
The dream the kise of ohildren brings. 
— Charles Gordon Rogers in New England Magazine. 











A Discerning Antiquary. 
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Two to One. 
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- Between You and Me. 


NNIVERSARIES are entirely de- 
pendent on circumstances for 
their brightness, are they not? 
I wondered, on Easter Sunday 
morning, as I sat in the old place, 
in the old choir, in the old church, 

where I sat just ten years ago that Easter day, 
what made me so happy! A gentle, quiet 
radiance of good-will and contentment, kindly 
faces of old friends, over whose ‘ whitening 
pows time was gently laying his frost-print ; 
faces of young friends, grown from childhood 
into young man and womanhood, girls married 
and sedately marchingin with husband and 
bairns, boys grown past prankish years into 
responsible voters, and over all of them a rosy 
light, the light of ‘‘ auld lang syne” and Home! 
It was a lovely Easter and I was very content 
to be there, I cannot explain why, nor did I try 
to. Sometimes, during the pleasant day, I 
thought of clouds that were over others, of 
tears that must fall, and of an Easter that was 
gloomy, but my heart was too satisfied to ache 
for them, and asI began by saying, anniver- 
saries depend on :ircumstances for their suc- 
cess or their failure as pleasure-giving institu- 
tions. 


Our parson gave us a most startling sermon 
that day. He believes very circumstantially 
in a personal, orthodox devil, with horns, hoofs 
and a tail, and he advanced the assertion that 
those poor people whose misdeeds were unre- 
pented of should in the eternities of punish- 
ment wear a like form! Itis unadvisable to 
laugh in church, but the sudden picture 
was too much for my _ gravity, and 
I laughed! I wondered that anyone in this 
age should seriously depict such a devil. I 
know if Lucifer does look like that, one of my 
clearest ideals will go down. I cannot help 
believing that what was once the brightest 
angel in the bright and beautiful host is still 
in form as perfect ; that the devil whom I must 
guard against, who knows my weak points 
and would compass my fall, is not an apish 
fright, distorted and deformed, but a perfect 
and intelligent being, with an intellect keen 
and subtle, with a voice persuasive and power- 
ful, with consummate skill to deceive, and 
cunning tocompel, with patience to wait and 
perseverance beyond belief. That is the devil 
who drives me, consciously unable to cope with 
him, to the only power that is his superior. 
That is the devil who evoked the canny Scotch 
wife’s pity, when she longed to pray even for 
him! There is nothing awful enough in the 
brutish effigy with horns and tail, but in the 
glorious, revengeful, cruel angel, with his 
heaven born beauty lit with the lurid fire of 
hate and despair’ and misery forever, I can 
imagine and fear a satisfactory devil ! 

* 

As I journeyed home on the C. P. R. on 
Monday, quite a number of interesting people 
jostled against me. There was a bearded, 
bald-headed farming man (why did his hair 
stray from the crown of his head to his chin ?) 
who was the most lightning reader I ever 
saw. He began and finished a novel by E. P. 
Roe, and picked out the fattest volume on the 
news-agent’s arm asthe nextinstalment. He 
read two papers, a number of Lippincott's, and 
a few more trifles, between London and To- 
ronto, besides talking very intelligibly 
and instructively to all and _ sundry. 
I wonder did his mental digestion assimilate 
all this, or did he dash through all these 
columns to killtime? A gray-haired woman in 
a hat dumped two little muddy-shoed boys vis- 
a-vis to the reading farmer and Lady Gay. One 
was a good boy, and the other was—well, what- 
ever substantive you have handy for the worst 
bad boy of your acquaintance. He kicked my 
shins, and groped round my petticoats with 
his grimy boots, and expectorated emphatically, 
and rapped on the window, and knocked 
down my umbrella, and ended by calmly put- 
ting out his tongue to an appalling length at 
me. Even now my fingers tingle when I re- 
member that boy! Iignored him, and began 
inviting the good boy to Toronto, to ride a 
bicycle, drive a small pony and go to the Musee. 
The bad boy pooh-poohed the idea, but I could 
see he was feeling badly. He drew in his 
tongue and curled up his muddy feet, and at 
last signified his wish to also visit me. Then 
my hourcame. I* told him he should never 
come, nor were bicycles and ponies possible for 
him. I also told him with incisive truth what 
he was, and how he appeared to the world in 
general. He once or twice tried to put his 
tongué out, but he couldn't ; he was utterly un 
done and routed. It waslovely! Finally he 
made a dash for the woman in the hat, and her 
glare at me completed my satisfaction. 

Don’t you love to have tea on the train? I 
always go by the C.P.R., just for the sake of 
having that cunning little table set up, and the 
absurd little table-cloth, and the tea-pot with the 
loose lid, that always falls into your 
tea-cup, when you “don't watch out,” as Whit- 
comb Riley says. Everything is so crowded 
and noisy and altogether different from a meal 
anywhere else. The tea lurches in every direc- 
tion at once, and the Saratoga potatoes remind 
you that ‘fingers were made before forks,” 
and the broiled bacon is so beautifully crisped. 
I am very partial to the C. P. R. cook's way of 
doing bacon. Then the waiter murmurs an 
apologetic request that a gentleman may have 
half of the wee table, and you don’t mind if he 
does, and heand you munch, and grab your 
tea-cups, and confess you feel better, and when 
the waiter suggests “jam” you very nearly 
say yes. The half dollar which the toast and 
tea and bacon and Saratoga chips demand is 
always my most cheerfully expended cash, 
Tea on the train is delightful ! 

- 


And then you get safe home, and there is 
nothing left but # pleasant memory of the Eas- 
ter holidays at the dear old home. Nothing ¢ 
Bless me! I forgot the basket. Do you know 
that basket? The largest that money can buy, 
the heaviest that man can carry, that basket 
full of lovely things from home, that 
basket which you smuggle into the train, 
and which the crabbed conductor discovers 
and promptly fires out, and anon cometh an 
express agent and demandeth seventy cents, 
for it is an awful basket, and cheap at half a 
hundredweight. There are eggs in it, that 
would scare a puny Toronto hen to look at, 
and butter that smells of sweet hay and hasn't 
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a sniff of turnips or tub; and jelly, 
and jams, and sauces, and cordials and, 
no one can just say what all! 


I think this last basket was the Jumbo among 
baskets so far. I know it was the heaviest ; I 
didn’t dream of smuggling it in, for I knew 
the crabbed conductor, and I knew it would 
get stuck in the gangway, and concealment for 
one moment would be adream! It is an ach- 
ing void now—poor thing—and Mr. Gay and I 
don’t know what to do with it. It would cer- 
tainly do for another trip, but—well, we have 
some sense of the eternal fitness of things, and 
really, to arrive at the paternal threshold with 
that basket empty would seem rather too 
much of a suggestion, don’t you think? 








Lapy Gay. 
The Compact. 
A Story of a Quiet Fight around the Corner, and the 
Terms of Capitulation. 
BY MACK, 


HEN Clarence Cloverdale’s peo- 
ple moved into town and settled 
next door to Dickey Dobson's 
folks, the latter’s lively little 
heart fairly went mad for joy. 
Dickey was quite a figure among 

the boys of the town—the most out-and-out 
boy of them all. His pants were held on by 
means of one brace, and when he wanted to be 


dead sure of them, as for instance when he saw | You—say, I can lick you.” 


the preacher coming towards him, he would 
stuff his hands into his pockets, straighten his | 
elbows and accept advice like a little man. | 
Richard—the preacher was the only person in 
the world who called Dickey by that name, and 
the urchin regarded it as a sort of religious 





exercise—was at once liked and teared by the , to come on. 


good man, for he could not forget that on the 
one memorable occasion when Richard evinced | 
a phenomenal interest in the story of Samson, 
and kept him talking at the parsonage gate, he 
found that while he had been feeding the lad’s 
thirst for knowledge other boys had entirely 
stripped a cherry tree behind the house. 
It may only have been a_ coincidence, 
but the good man never thought of Samson or 
saw Richard without the idea of cherries sug- 
gesting itself tohim. Being a just man and 
fearing that his suspicions might be unfair to 
a bright boy, he never mentioned the subject 
to Dickey, but took all the more interest in 
him, 

Dickey was a boy who took all the diseases 
that hard luck could trot out, met with all the 
accidents that he could get his fidgety little 
body in the way of, and had still time to be the 
worst nuisance of any youngster in the whole 
town. He would climb upon the roof of a 
covered buggy standing in a shed, and when 
the rig started off would kick and screech until 
let down ; he would take hold of the wheel of 
a wagon, bracing his feet against the felloes at 


one side and holding firmly to the spokes at | him firmly. 


the other, and revolve around as the wheel 
moved, screaming in real or feigned terror un- 
til the driver stopped, when he would tumble | 
off and. scamper over the nearest fence. He 
was the boldest spirit in the place and though 
voted a plague by all, he was admired. 
Accomplished youth as he was, his many 
accomplishments were -known to all the na- 
tives, and so with pleasure he welcomed the | 
arrival of the Cloverdales with a boy of his own | 
age whem he could dazzle with a gradual | 
revelatien of his performances. 
boys whose hair is whitened with age who | 
vastly enjoy such a chance as presented itself | 


to Dickey. 
The two boys were on the lawns before their | 





There are | 


respective houses, and Dickey set to work to | 
measure accomplishments with the new-comer. | 


To lead Clarence on he began mildly by 


whistling through his fingers, but the new boy | 


only looked at him in reply and sat down 
daintily on the door-step. Then he put his 
little finger in his mouth and whistled, then 
his middle finger, and one after another every 
finger he had about him, but his antagonist 


never so much as puckered a lip in the way of | 


competition. Bound toshineand awaken some 
show of envy, Dickey now put both hands to 
his mouth and produced a hollow sound like a 
steamboat whistle. This generally called ad- 
miration from the most callous, for he was the 
only boy in town who could do it, but Long 
Curls in the next lot deigned not one look of 
interest, and Dickey was forced to conclude 
that the new boy not only could do nothing 
creditable himself but was unable to appreciate 
talent in another. However, to give him one 
more chance, and not having exhausted his 
bag of tricks, Dickey teetered over on his hands 
and walked back and forth, squinting 
through the fence to see if the other so 
much as responded with a weak and inef. 
fectual hand-spring. But the new boy at- 
tempted no counter display and Dickey was 
mad. His ideas were somewhat of this order, 
although he did not bother putting them into 
organized form : Here's one of thoee girl-boys 
whose parents spoil them with kisses and 
scented soap, and white bibs and dolls; who are 
cuddled and hugged until they are ‘“ no good.” 
His father said there were only two ways of 
preventing a boy who had anything in him 


| 
| 





from developing into something—one way was 
for his parents to fondle all the spirit and fizz 
out of him, and the other way was to kill him 
on the spot and bury him deep. His Uncle Bill 
had added that no boy was healthy who didn't 
break an arm before he was ten and a leg be- 


“* Jist lemme up.” 

““Who’ye call Sissy? I’m going to keep you 
here till you’re dead.” 

** You'd better,” said Dickey, ‘‘ for I'll wallop 
you if I have to wait a hundred million 


fore he was twenty, and that a boy was like | years. You'll have to let me up—your 
a cat—the only way to kill a cat was tochop|/ mother will come out and _ you'll 
it up with an axe and hide the pieces, get no toboggan. Say, I'll tell you 


It is not surprising that Dickey was such a 
harum-scarum youth when he was posted on 
the views of his father and his favorite uncle, 
but then, these doting relations may have 
fashioned their views so as to excuse the larks 
of the mischievous boy. Here then was a girlie- 
boy, and he had not only to express his own 
contempt but he had to give effect to the views 
of his father and uncle. 

“Say, Sissy,” he sneered, ‘‘I'll bet you can’t 
walk on top of that fence.” 

‘“*Who’ye callin’, Sissy?” asked Clarence, his 
eyes blinking. 


what'll do: if you let me ride your toboggan 
Ill lick all the boys for you ’twixt now and 
when you get it.” And thus the bargain was 
arranged, Dickey, with his face in the grass, 
binding himself by every sacred obligation of 
| boyhood to play fair and help earn the tobog- 
gan. It was further arranged that the two 
plotters could finish their own fight some time 
when they had a good chance, 
**Say, pa,” remarked Dickey that night at 
tea, ‘“‘Clarence Cloverdale ain't a girlie-boy.” 
This observation not creating the surprise he 
anticipated nor arousing any noticeable inter- 
‘If you ain't a sissy let’s see you walk the | est, and fearing that he might be forced into 
fence. You can’t—that’s why—y’ can’t, y’| divulging the ponderous secret of the day's 
can’t.” encounter, Dickey dropped into a silence which 
**Don’t want to.” alarmed his mother into forcing some quinine 
‘* Aw, go in home; it’s time to get your hair | into him before he went to bed. The compact 
curled—sissy, sossy, soocy, boocy. I can beat | was attended with success, Clarence won his 
yourunning. I can run faster ’en a horse. | reward, and once he had secured it he soon 
Yisteddy I caught up to a wagon and got right | demonstrated that he required no other boy to 
in behind among the apples. You couldn't do } defend him. 
that—you couldn’t catch our old sawhorse, People who are always fighting in one way 
or another should not forget that those who 
avoid or do not seek fights are not necessarily 
unable to hold their own in emergency. A 
fashionable coat does not prevent the arm 
within from being strong and trained; evena 
spectacled dude may be able, if he cares to 
bother, to knock down the bellowing black- 
guard of the slums—in fact, I have seen it done, 
Don’t presume on the quiet man—he is a pent- 
up force. 


* Kin ye?” 

yen.” 

“Terr.” 

** You try.” 

**You’re scared,” and Clarence got to the 
farthest corner of his house and dared Dickey 
The new hoy looked as though he 
were about to run for it, and sure enough, as 
Richard clambered over oe fence Curly disap 
peared around the corner, whence he was 
quickly pursued. The blind rush is never wise, 
and Dickey no sooner turned the corner than 
Clarence landed upon him, and over and over 
they rolled. 

‘Don’t holler! Fight low,” gasped Sissy. 
‘‘My mother’s going—(take that)—going to 
give me—(oh, would you though, not much)— 
to give me a toboggan if 1 don’t—(here, no bit- 
ing; now I've got you)—ifI don’t get into a 
fight for a week.” 

To Dickey’s credit be it said that he did not 
make any more noise than he found strictly 
necessary in the rush of business he had in 
hand. He had notions of honor, had Dickey, 
and didn’t want his own or anybody’s mo‘her 
mixing inthe melee with a broom. It is all 
right to joke about women not being able to 
hit straight or throw straight, but they can hit 
mighty hard sometimes. In the first surprise 
the new boy had secured the advantage and 
held it pretty well throughout, finally getting 
Dickey face down on the grass, where he pinned 








Three Forms. 


FORM I. 

N acity home, in a cosy room sits a wo- 

map, a wife, a mother. Two softly 

shaded lamps illumioe the apartment 

and throw up the glowing tints of a 

rich Persian carpet and crimson vel- 

vet curtains. She is alone, and re- 

flecte. ‘Ihave been trying always to 

be a faithful, devoted wife and mother 

to my husband and family, but have never ex- 

perienced that long-yearned joy of hearing 

either children or my once-devoted lover 

say soin any way whatsoever. But perhaps I 

am weak and foolish,’ she thought as she 

walked toher tlowers, that were scattered about 

everywhere, in pote, in vases,indishes. “I 

should be happy,” she mused. *‘ My husband is 

clever and I never had to worry overa single 

trouble of his, in fact, he never even mentions 
his affairs to me ; but I am not happy.” 

Again she sat down in a comfortable 








Winterbloom—Don’t you think $200 is rather high for a tailor-made gown? Von Blumer tells 


e his wife paid only $150 for hers, : 
" Mrs, Winversioces Tres, my dear, but she got hers before I got mine,—Life, 

















chair and _ thought. “Shall I ask his 
advice to-night when he comes home? 
No, the last time I asked him he looked at 
me strangely and made my very soul blush. 
No, I'll not trouble him to-night. I once was 
fair, and as these flowers seem to me now I 
seemed once to my husband.” 

The atmosphere was redolent with hothouse 
fragrance, of clematis and tuberose, and fed 
her mind with the simile. “I know these 
flowers will fade,” she continued. ‘I knew 
my youthful bloom would fade, as it did, and 
all too quickly. He used to sometimes praise 
my soft blue eyes and bright golden hair, but 
even now if he would but see me with the eyes 
of love, the hair silver, and the blue dimmed 
by age, there is a grace and beauty in a pure, 
loving old age that tar outstretches the comeli- 
nessof youth. Yet has he, during all the yeais 
we have strolled life’s path together, never 
even looked at me with sweet approbation 
or a lingering glance of love. Oh, 
my heart! my memory! I wish I could 
think that he ever had! The two boys are just 
like him, and he chides them because they can- 
not help inheriting his personality. My 
daughter is in society. She is attractive and 
winsome in her words, but how selfish and 
thoughtless in her ways!” and a great and ex- 
ceeding bitterness flooded the thinker’s heart, 
‘“*Poor dear Maud!” she sighed, ‘“‘am I re- 
sponsible for this soul? Is she mine? What a 
burlesque is life! For simple personal pleasure 
this soul was created, and it may live to curse 
me, I find her incompetent to even wait on 
me in my premature age, not only unable to sup- 
ply the needs of a wasting body, but of a re- 
pressed, wistful, throbbing heart.” 

FORM II, 

The same house, the same room, the same 
wife and mother. It is a bright June day. 
Maud is asleep on a pretty couch. The old 
lady, seized with a great loneliness and longing 
for human companions hip, watched her daugh- 
ter’s slumber insilent wistfulness. The warm 
sun poured in upon the sleeper ; there was no 
one there but the mother to watch every tint 
of her complexion. The mother exclaimed to 
herself, “* What magnificent golden hair!” 
The brilliant rays illumined it and the girl’s 
large heavy-lidded blue eyes with shafts of 
tawny orange. ‘‘ How like I used to look,” 
she thought. ‘ And was I selfish, and careless 
to my mother?” She knew she was not and 
her heart bled for the might-have-been sweet 
soul, upon whose red-lipped mouth and bright 
clear skin the sun lingered lovingly. Maud 
awakened and her mother’s reverie was pleas- 
antly interrupted, 

Her mother had longed for her company, her 
love, and though Maud had pre-arranged a 
little drive with a friend, begged of her to re- 
main with her just fora little while. ‘: You’re 
old and dull, Mama dear,” said Maud thought- 
lessly, ‘‘ and you know I promised to go with 
Laura.” So with a hasty touch of lips they 
parted. Once more alone. This was only add- 
ing zest to the unhappy wife’s despair and the 
words, * You're old, you’re old,” wrung her 
very souland seemed enameled in fire on the 
retina of her eyes, where they dwelt with oft- 
repeated pangs. Back to the old arm-chair 
she went, still musing, and settled the soft 
cushions around her head, feeling a strange 
exhaustion, andin pathetic reverie sat in the 
loving embrace of a chair, leaning on its gener- 
ous if unsympathetic shoulder. 

‘** If I could be taken away by the great good 
God, and my husband and children thought I 
were dead, would it teach a lesson of alifetime 
Would it give me the love I crave? Would 
they call me blessed when I was gone? Oh, to 
die! todie!” Poetry filled her soul and she 
said : 

** Every dream we thought was lost, 
Every hope we thought was crossed, 
In Heaven shall be fulfilled.” 

Suddenly all is changed. Her heart wells 
with the fullness of indefinable satisfaction. 
Every yearning and want of love is gratified, 
and ineffable sweetness fills her whole soul. 
The hungry, aching heart is satiated, and she 
is thrilled with every sweet approval and 
loving look. Her pulse weakens; the room 
darkens, and the silver cord is loosed, the spirit 
has returned, and the sou! opens it eyes free 
from flesh, asking: ** What, oh what is this ? 
I am dead.” 

FORM III, 

The same room ; changed, no mother's soul 
there. The heart has suicided from sorrow 
overmuch. ‘Not dead! Speak! my mother. 
O, mother! mother!” moaned Maud in bitter 
anguish of heart. 

““My wife, my heart, myself, my life, gone! 
The woman of my life and joy gone!” said her 
husband, knitting his brow with an agony of 
pain. 

The husband and family stand around h 
dead. Dismay has for a time paralyzed all 
faculties, Her two sons stand by in sombre 
silence and act as ifashamed to weep, for to 


them tears seem demeaning to manhood. 
The slender green fronds of a large 
palm occupying a corner near the door 


glisten asthe wavering flames froma small 
fire burning on the hearth rest capriciously 
upon them. Outside nature sympathizes with 
the scene. The treescreak and roar with quite 
a wintry sound, and great tumbled masses of 
purple clouds heap themselves in the heavens. 
The soul of him who had never been a tender 
husband nor an indulgent father was now 
engulfed with sorrow, evoking intensely soft 
shrieks such as the winter wind makes ina 
ruined castle. Ah! Ah! They had all trodden 
aide by side silently with one whom they loved 
dearly. Seized with that pathetic reverie 
which is given only to that which will not re- 
turn, that pain, in fine, which numb despair 
and gloomy melancholy bring on, all from 
their hearts cry too late! too late! 

Is there no consolation for their poor souls ? 
No. Only to awaken every day with the sad 
longing that their love might have found some 
expression, in approving looks, in soothing 
words, in loving deeds, in terder kindness. 
But she, the mother, the wife, the woman, 
needs not now the much missed ministrations, 
for she is satisfied. 


Montreal. C. D. CLirrE. 





Backers of Nature. 


Physician— Doctors, you know, merely assist 
nature. 

Layman—Especially when one endeavors to 
escape the debt of nature. 
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browning leaves. The sky was bright, the 


wind was fresh. Sportsmen were in the 
n é § é I 3 a é a stubbles and the turnips. The crack of their 
guns was heard afar, and the light whiffs of 
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PART IV.—CHAPTER I. 
THE RAKES PROGRESS, 

“Mrs. Longford West at home?” asked Mr. 
Harry Barkstead, dismounting from his horse 
at the hall door of F.jby House, a rambling two- 
story mansion surrounded with gardens in 
which close-clipped lawns and ornamental 
yews were quaint and restful features of the 
place. 

“Yes, sir,” said a smart footman, with the 
servile courtesy of a town servant. 

“Dobbs, put up my horse for an hour; give 
him some oats,” said Harry, addressing Mrs. 
Longford- West's head groom, who was passing | 
in the direction of the stables. 

“Yes, sir,” said Dobbs, taking charge of a 
chestnut that was just beginning to show the 
effects of a hard gallop, his neck wet, his 
mouth white with foam. 

“4 word with you, Mr. Barkstead,” said 
Mrs. Cooper, the housekeeper, who appeared on 
the scene as the hall door closed. ‘‘ This way 
if you please.” 

Harry followed Mrs. Cooper, beating bis 
leather breeches just a little impatiently, and 
she led him into her own room in the kitchen 
wing of the house. Here she turned on him 
a face paled with anger. 

‘* What is it, Mrs. Cooper?” said Harry. 

“Stop your visits to the lodge, and put no 
more of your verses into the alder tree by the 
ten-acre meadow, dye hear? 

“Does Jessie object to my visits and my 
verses?” 

**T object to them.” 

‘* But I don’t go to the lodge to see you, nor 
do you inspire my verses, Mrs, Cooper.” 

“No, but if vou go tothe lodge again to see 
Jessie you'll see me,” said Mrs. Cooper, her 
lips white with passion, her hands trembling. 

“Shall I? Then I won't go again, Mrs. 
Cooper.” 

‘‘God knows if the mischief is not already 
done,” was the reply. “If it is, look to it, Mr. 
Birkstead. If the girl is but an orphan, she is 
not without friends.” . 

‘* T hope not,” said Harry. 

*“* And Norfolk’s not without law either, for 
that matter, and Justice Barkstead, though 
he’s your father, will hardly see even his son 
bring ruin upon the helpless and the innccent, 


though if report does not wrong you, there's | 


many a girl that could accuse you.’ 

Having mastered her first emotion, Mrs, 
Cooper found her words come freely, and the 
more she sa'd the more she felt she had to 
say. 

‘“ Indeed,” said Harry. ‘“‘Did Mrs. Long- 
ford-West know that you were going to honor 
me with these pleasant remarks ?” 

“ No, sir, bat I dare say she knows you well 
enough not to trust you any further than she 
can see you. Shecan take care of herself.” 

*“O4, you think so.” said Harry. ‘‘Shall I 
tell her what you say? Is the position of house- 
keeper at Filby House so poor a place that you 
can afford to throw it away? Or have you 
feathered your nest so well that you are think- 
ing of retiring with some happy man intoa 
snug little tavern, ‘good accommodation for 
man and beast?” 

‘“T can afford everything, Mr. Henry Bark- 
stead, but to see my motherless niece go to the 
bad without an effort to save her.” 

As she spoke she drew a necklace from her 
pocket and flung it at his feet. 

** And there’s the bauble you gave her. Take 
itand put it round the neck of some other 
softie who is foolish enough to listen to your 
honeyed lies and promises.” 


“* Very well, since you wish it,” said Harry, 
fishing it from the floor with his riding 
whip. 

Ah, I don’t doubt ye,” said ?Mra, Cooper, 
opening the door in reply to Mrs. Longford- 
West’s bell. ‘Good morning, Squire Bark- | 
stead, the mistress is waiting to receive you.” 

‘** Look here, Mrs. Cooper,” said Harry. “I 
look over your rudeness, firstly, because you | 
are in anger, and secondly, for the sake of your | 
petty little niece. G.od evening.’ 


As he closed the door Mrs. Cooper flung her- 


self into a chair and burst Into tears. | Harry rang, the horse was ordered, and guest 
Mrs. Longford-West was arich widow. She | and hostess were about to part when Harry 
|} said, “By the way, the girl at the lodge— 


had been twice married, and scandal said she 
ought really to have been thrice a widow, 
though she was only fiveand-thirty and did | 
not look her age within some years. Blonde, | 
bixom, ample of bust and figure, just tall | 
enough not to be dumpy, she was the picture 
of health, and hada free and hearty manner | 
that made men happy and at home in her so- 
ciety, and most of her lady visitors ill at ease, | 
not to say uncomfortable. 

She brought from her house and society in | 
town the unrestrained manners of its loosest | 
social circles, and enjoyed the confusion they | 
created among stranger guests who called upon | 
her for the first time. Nevertheless she man. | 
aged to make herself popularin the country. | 
She gave freely to everything and to everybody: 
to the church, the races, subscribed lib raliy to 
the bunt, patroniz:d public institutions in a 
generous way, and s9 managed to keep on 
visiting terms, if not with all the bast families, 
at least with such of them as were mst before 
the public. 

Sir Anthony Barkstead was her nearest 
neighbor, and she made a great point of con 
ciliating his prejudices and opinions as far as 
she was able; for, truth to tell, she and his 
gallant and highly educated son and heir were 
on the very best of neighborly terms ; indeed, 
there were those who thought it even possible 
that Mrs Longford West, if anything hap- | 
pened to old Sir Anthony, might live to be 
Lady Barkstead. They who allowed them 
selves to speculate so far ahead in regard to 
the future of Mrs. Longford-West, did not 
know the disposition and character of Harry 
B wrkstead. 

* Well, soyou have returned, my dear Harry,” 
said the lady of Filby House, giving him her 
plump, generous hand to kiss. “‘ You are 
mre quixotic than I think if the Western city 


| 
| 





had not some other attraction for you beyond | roads hedged with hips and haws and gay with 


| Sir Anthony would give him any wages if he 


| what I asked Mrs. Cooper, who desired a few 


seeing that poor young clerk of Petherick’s off 
to sea. Perhaps you had an engagement in 
Bath, eh ?” 

‘*No, I assure you, my dear Libby,” said 
Harry, taking the smiling, unresisting face of 
Madame between his hands and kissing the 
white forehead, ‘‘ pure friendship, on my 
honor !” 

‘“* Swear by something more reliable, my dear 


Harry,” said the lady; ‘‘ honor is for serious, ’ 


sober men, when they have sown all their wild 
oats.” 

‘* Do you say so?” Harry replied, sitting by 
her side on a rather uncomfortable Italian 
couch ; *‘ you ought to’know.” 

‘* You are a brute, Harry,” said Mrs. Long- 
ford-West, ‘‘a perfect brute. What do you 
mean ?” 

‘*That you are the most charming of widows 
and the most generous of friends,” said her 
visitor, ‘‘and I desire to ask the most delight- 
ful of her sex to accept a souvenir of that city 
of the West, which is distinguished because it 
is the neighbor of the Bath where first I had 
the honor of meeting Mrs, Aylesbury Norton.” 

“You are very cruel, Harry; you know I 
hate the name of Norton. However I came to 
marry into such a family, heaven only knows; 
I never should if I had met dear Longford- 
West before my young heart was ensnared 
by Aylesbury Norton.” 

** And to think it is only five years since all 
this happened, and I was sowing my first sack 
of wild oats as you would say, when I danced 
that first cotillion with you.” 

**Don’t talk of time; it was made for men 
who have not the wit and women who have not 
the beauty to defy it.” 

** You certainly have both the wit and the 
beauty, my dear Libby. But here it is—that 
little souvenir; they are famous for Exstern 
gems and antiquities at Bristol they say. I 
bought this in College Green—it belonged to 
an Indian Princess.” 

He opened a richly embossed case and drew 
forth a quaint brooch with a diamond set in 
pearls, 

‘*There—do not*say you are not always in 
my thoughts, and believe me when I add that I 
could rot go to Bath for thinking of the happy 
days that can never return.” 

‘My dear Harry,” said the lady tenderly, 
‘“‘you are always the same, sweet, irritating, 
dear good fellow. It isa lovely brooch; thank 
you so much—and you may kiss me.” 

Harry put his arms about the ample waist 
and took his reward heartily, declaring that he 
did not know what under heaven would happen 
to him if he should lose his dear, dear Libby. 

“Ah, Harry, you have said the same thing to 
many another woman,” was dear L'bby’s re- 
joinder. 

‘**No, oa my—well, on my soul,” he replied. 


men will b3 young men; but one day you will 
have to settle down, you know—and oh! dear 
Harry, what shall Idothen? Unless—but there, 
it is not Leap Year.” 

* Oaly one year to wait,” said Harry. ‘ But 
don't let us talk about settling down; if Iam 
not called upon to settle up I shall not mind. 
Do you remember what the poet says in the 
tragedy? ‘Widows know so much.’” 

‘“* You are a wicked scamp,” said Mrs, Long- 
| ford-West. ‘* Widows are poor, libeled, inno- 
cent creatures ; their only fault is that they are 
too tender, too forbearing with the men; self- 
denial is their only fault. Take poor me for 
instance. To save my life I couldn’t help con- 
fessing that I love you—why should I, when 
you know it?” 

‘My dear, good, generous Libby,” exclaimed 
Harry, taking another kiss from the full, lib2ral 
lips of his hostess, and then rising to go. 
| ‘** Why so soon?” she asked, 

‘* Business, dear,” he said ; ‘‘ business of im- 
portance at Yarmouth ; a personal message to 
| the chief magistrate from Sir Anthony.” 

‘*Truly?” she asked. 

“Truly,” he replied. ‘* May I ring for Dobbs 
| to bring my horse ?” 
‘Oh, yes, if it must be so,” she replied, “~~ 





Jessie ; Mrs. Cooper seems to think that a little 
civility I paid the girl has turned her head— 
the truth is——” 

* Oaly a little civility?” remarked Mrs, Long- 
ford-West, with a strong note of interrogation. 

““My dear Libby, now thatis unkind; you 
know Iam fond of gardening and that your 
man Dunno has no rival asa florist. I am sure 


were free, which of course he never will be so 
long as his mistress loves flowers, and he 
glories in making Filby House the paradise it 
should bs with such an Eve—I mean such a 
goddess.” 

‘‘Now I kaow there is something wrong, 
Harry; you are paying compliments for the 
mere sake of talking; what is it?” 

“Well, between ourselves, that is lexactly 


words with meas I cimein; and all I could 
gather was that she wished m3 not to look in 
at the lodge any more. I hate mysteries, as 
you know, sol thought I would mention it; 
one gets the reputation of being a gallant, 
however unworthy ore is of the title—a Love- 
lace, us an old fool of a guardian once called me 
in the park—and it is all over with a fellow. 
Ah, well, one day, as you say, the oats will all 
have been sown; meanwhile, dearest Libby, 
au revoir /” 

‘**The reprobate,” said Mrs, Loagford-West, 
“the scamp, the prodigal! 4, you goose, 
Libby Longford-West—you idiot, you foolish 
Clarissa! You cannot help loving*him ; they 
may, indeed, truly say that the first sigh of love 
ie the last of wisdom!” 

CHAPTER II. 
HE CALLED IT LOVE. 
It was a glorious day in September—the 


“I suppose you must be forgiven, young 


smoke from their burnt powder marked the 
occasional groups of gunners following the 
poor brown coated partridge. Harry was in 
high spirits. He might have been riding forth 
on some right worthy mission, s0 merry was 
he, talking to his horse, singing snatches of old 
ballads, laughing now and then, and returning 
the greetings of passers-by with a bright, 
cheerful face that more than one mischievous 


wench turned round to gaze upon, but never 


unnoticed by the distinguished-looking young 
horseman, 
** I'd not walk’d io that garden, 
The past of half an hour, 
When there I saw two pretty maide, 
Sitting under a shady bower. 
The firet was lovely Nancy, 
So beautiful and fair, 
The other was a virgin, 
Who did the laurel wear. 

He trolled out Zaccheus Webb's favorite 
songin a jovial, merry way, and later it pleased 
his mood to chant a snatch of The Miller of the 
Dee, giving more particularly full emphasis to 
“IT care for nobody, and nobody cares for me.’ 

The trot of his horse suited the measure of 
the rhyme, and the cheeriness of the day was 
in harmony with the song. 

“A dare-devil,” said the toll-gate man to a 
carter, who made way for the young squire, 

‘‘None more so, I’ve heard say,” was the 
carter’s response; and Harry, pulling up his 
horse to gather a sprig of honeysuckle, which 
he stuck into his button-hole, toasted the 
women, as Caarles toasted them in Sheridan's 
famous comedy : 

“* Here’s to the maiden of bashful fifteen, 
Here's to the widow of fifiy ; 

Here’s to the fl wunting €x travagant queen, 
And here’s to the housewife that’s thrifty.” 

He was encouraging his low ambition ; the 
ambition of the gallant, the libertine, the de- 
ceiver of women. His best impulses present- 
ing themselves in opposition now and then, he 
beat up ribald songs or started selfish thoughts 
to keep lust and passion inthe van, He was 
like a savage on the war-path, beating his tom- 
tom and shouting his war-cry. He regarded 
women with but little more consideration than 
the sportsman he had passed regarded part- 
ridges. Both were game to his mind, and his 
mind was common in those days among bucks 
and dandies. Such men counted their con- 
quests as the North American Indian counted 
his scalps. There are similar creatures walk- 
ing about disguised as honest men in these 
days, and will be to the end of time; for God 
makes such things, unless it is as Mirian sug- 
gested in the poem, that ‘‘The devil slavers 
them so excellently that we come to doubt 
who’s strongest, He who makes or he who 
mars.” 

It is hardly conceivab‘'e that Harry Bark- 
stead, fresh from seeing his friend off on a long 
sea journey and charged with sweet and tender 
messages tothe girl who was pledged to be 
David Keith’s wife, could contemplate the vil- 
lainy that Mephistopheles instigated in Faust ; 
a villainy indeed a thousand times blacker, and 
yet a villainy not altogether wholly inspired of 
the devil or of Birkstead's own depraved mind, 
but half inspired by the girl herself; half,en- 
couraged by her coquetry, her vanity of con- 
quest, her ambition to be admired, her love of 
dress, and her consciousness of physical charms 
calculated to attract and therefore the more 
necessary to be guarded, the more blessed to 
have for the bestowal upon a true and pure 
love. 

He called at Hartley’s Row, having promised 
David that he would do so. It would please 
Miss Mumford, the boy had said, and Mildred 
Hope would be the happier for his courtesy ; 
they would also be proud tosee him. Oh yer, 
he called. They were both there, Mildred and 
Sally, both looking equally sad. He cheered 
them with good news, told them ofthe fine 
ship David had been lucky enough to sail in, 
spoke of his comfortable berth, and made some 
sentimental remark about the ship’s name that 
quite took Mildred Hops, who felt for a *mo- 
ment in her heart—great hear: in a small body 
—that after all Mr. Barkstead might not be so 
callous as she had feared. The Morning Star! 
Yes, it was a name of happy omen Harry re- 
peated; he hoped Miss Hope would [forgive 
him for quoting a poet, who was not popular in 
religious circles but who really was not wholly 
bad; it was from the Giaour—— 

** She wae a form of life and light, 
Taat seen became a part of sight, 
And rose, whene’er I turned mine eye, 
The morning star of Memory.” 

“You don’t read Byron, of course, Miss 
Hope,” he went on. ‘I suppose Mr. Crabbe is 
more to your liking?” 

** I don’t find time to read much,” said Mil- 
dred, turning her serious eyes full upon him, 
‘*but I have read Mr. Crabbe, and I know 
Aldborough. His books are quite recognized, 
I hear, in London, We know little of them 
here, where we should know them best.” 

‘*Reather prosy to be called a poet,” said 
Harry, ‘‘but means well,” 

**No doubt,” said Mildred. 

‘* I suppose you will be going to Mr. Webb's, 
sir,” remarked Miss Mumford, 

“* Well, yes,” said Harry, ‘I thought of rid- 
ing over now ; my first business in Yarmouth 
was to call and see you, and give you David's 
last mes iages—his love, you know, and best 
wishes, and his desire that you should keep up 
good hearts about him, and so on; and then 
he charged me to tell Eilmira—Miss Webb, I 
suppose I ought to say—that he will look for- 
ward to h's return as the happiest day of his 
life, and all the rest of it. You know the kind 
of thing a lad would say, Miss Hope, under the 
circumstances.” 

Harry's good spirits and the flippant way in 
which he delivered his messages, the gaiety of 
his manner, the foppishness of his velvet coat, 
his gold-headed riding whip, his clanking 
spurs, were out of harmony with the feeling of 
the twowomen, anda kind of rebuke to their 
environment, 

Poor Sally Mamford, her heart full of love 
and anxiety for David ; and Mildred Hope, all 
sympathy for her friend, and with that deeper 
unspoken love for the lad that Sally only half 
suspected ; they found no ready response to the 
young squire’s messages and comment. There 
was an awkward pause, during which he 
tapped his pearl-buttoned gaiters and sald he 
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must go now, his mare was a little fretful, and 
he thought he must give her a rest at the Nor- 
folk, and drive over to Caister with his mes- 
sages to Zaccheus and Miss Webb. Did they 
think he should find them at home? 

Mildred thought Zaccheus would be fishing. 
She saw the Scud off Gorleston in the early 
morning, and the Yarmouth men had mostly 
put out the day before. 

**And Miss Webb?” said Harry, ‘* have you 
seen her ?” 

“Not since Sunday,” said Mildred; ‘‘ she was 
at church.” 

‘Ina fine new gown,” said Miss Mumford, 
**and a hat fit for a duchess.” 

‘ You don’t approve of E'mira’s fine feathers,” 
said Harry. 

‘There's time and place for everything,” 
said Sally, ‘‘and with David away I must say I 
did think the girl he has engaged himself to 
might have considered it in her hat and gown.” 

Sally spoke a little impulsively, set on tobe 
critical, not so much on account of Elmira’s 
finery as by reason of the something flippant 
and thoughtless, to say the least, in the manner 
of Mr. Barkstead’s remarks about David. 

‘*But young ladies, and especially pretty 
ones, Miss Mumford, have a license in the 

matter of their toilette, and Miss Webb always 
dressed a little above her station.” 

** More’s the pity,” said Sally. 

** David likes to see her in pretty gowns,” said 
Mildred, addressing her friend Sally, ‘‘ and she 
has taste, everybody must admit that. Poor 
Elmira, she has a good heart, and she is right 
to try and be cheerful. Did you notice how 
well she sang in the fisherman’s hymn, as they 

‘ call it—a supplication for those at sea?” 

**Oh, I have nothing against the dear child,” 
| replied Sally, regretting the words she had 
spoken. ‘‘Give my love to her, Mr. Bark- 
stead, if you see her, and me and Miss Hope 
have it in mind to pay a call to-morrow, and 
perhaps she will come to tea on Sunday after 
churcb. But I will ask her that myself. And 
you need not mention that I thought her too 
gaily dressed ; it might hurt the gel’s feelings, 
and heaven knows I don’t wish to do that.” 

‘* I'm very unhappy,” said Sally, when Bark- 
stead had jangled his spura along the Row, and 
mounted his horse, ‘about Elmira. I am 
afeared this young man is heartless, and I 
never believed in the truth of his friendliness 
for our dear David, It’s an awful thing fora 
gel to be without a mother ; and that Charity 
Dene’s no good, not a ha’porth of sense. As 
fo- Zaccheus, why, he’s away for hours and 
sometimes for days ; what's to hinder a design. 
ing; young man like this reckless prodigal 
squire, with his fine manners and his grand 
ways, from making a fool of the lass, when 
she meets him half way with her vanity and 
fallals ?” 

** Comfort you,” said Mildred. ‘‘ Elmira has 
far nore sense than you think. Besides, she is 
proud, very proud ; in such a girl prideisa 
good thing, and she loves her father ; further- 
more, she is engaged to be married.” 

**I don’t care, I wouldn’t trust her out of my 
sight if I was her mother, or her aunt or foster, 
or whatever it might be; she knows little more 
than how to do her hair and wear her clothes, 
and she gives her mind to that only to mek 
folk gossip and set the men astaring. You 
talk of her singin’ in church ; didn't you see 
every young feller there, as we come out, stare 
at her, and some of the old ones too? And,she 
just knew all about it. I've no patience with 
such ways, and wspecially when everybody 
knows that our David, poor lad, is gone to sea 
and would break his heart if he thought she 
gave cause for a light word to be said about her 
while he was away. It’s bad enough when he's 
at home to look after her.” 

‘Poor David! poor Elmira!” was Mildred’s 
response ; “‘we must pray that Gad will guard 
the motherless child. I will go and see her 
every day ; she will often listen tome; there is 
much good in the girl's heart.” 

‘‘And much vanity,” said Sally. “I fear 
David, with his trusting soul and his faith and 
honor, has sorrow in store there—yes, I do.” 

Then Sally began to cry and Mildred made an 
iogenious feminine effort to soothe her; and 
all the while Harry Barkstead was making his 
way to Caister, not driving, as he at first in. 
tended, but sitting in the stern of The Swallow, 
which he had found at the jetty with one of 
Webb's men, bound for the cottage with some 
fish and groceries and other trifles that 
Zaccheus had ordered him to procure and 
deliver at the old house on the dunes, witha 
message that he ‘ mought or he mought not 
come ashore, as the case mought be.” 

It was sunset by the time the Swallow 
ground her keel upon the shore at Caister. 
A light mist was stealing over the hillocka. 
The sea was sighing along the sands in long 
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from the cottage, her apron over her head. 
She was main glad to see the squire, and 
mighty sure as Miss Elmira would be the same. 
‘Miss Elmira had been that lonely she’d lighted 
a fire in parlor and set her a-practysing of the 
spinet, and they’d a-been expecting of Mistress 
Mildred Hope ; so in the meantime Miss Elmira 
was playin’ of herself and had been a-singing 
only just that minnit, as she was a-hopin’ her 
father ’ud be comin’ later on to supper.” 

And sure enough, while they were walking 
up to the garden gate Elmira’s voice was heard 
faintly, and she was singing, 

**'Twas down in Oupid’s garden 
For pleasure I did go, 

To see the fairest flowers 
That in the garden grow.” 

Elmira had heard that Harry Barkstead had 
returned, but it cannot be said for a certainty 
that the fire in the parlor, the new autumn 
dress, the bunch of flowers on the table and 
the song of Cupid’s Garden were forhim. At 
the same time it was reasonable to expect he 
might call ; and David would like his friend 
to be fittingly received. 

Harry bestowed upon the hand put forth to 
greet him a long, lingering pressure ; and when 
Elmira protested that be would be shaking all 
night, hesighed aad exclaimed, ‘‘Ah! if it might 
be forever !” ae 

Then he leaned pensively against the window 
and looked out into the garden, and likened 
the drooping and frost-smitten flowers to his 
own blighted hopes. 
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Elmira said she was sorry that parting with 
David had made himso sad. 

Harry in reply said he envied David almost 
to hating him. 

Elmira did not ask for David’s messages, but 
remarked that she did not know why Harry 
should envy David. The gentleman born did 
not usually envy the lad who came of ordinary 
parents and had his way to work in the 
world, Elmira said this with alittle laugh of 
derision. 

Harry replied that love leveled all ranks, 
and that beauty elevated the lowliest swain, 
and with other fine phrases gradually brought 
Elmira round to thoughts of Harry and not of 
David, 

It is true they did speak of David. Every 
now and then Harry would drop a word or two 
of news from Bristol—how happy David was at 
going while in his place he (Harry) would not 
have left the woman he was going to marry for 
all the gold of an Eldorado. But David was a 
practical fellow ; he was like the happy common 
people ; he thought of a house for his love with 
some bits of furniture; was as happy as Tom, 
the fishermar, sitting with his Poll on his knee 
the day before the wedding. David sent all 
kinds of fond messages ; ob, yes, he did that; 
so did one of the sailors send his love to 
Jemima .by a rough chap from Cardiff, and 
there was very much of the same kind of vul- 

gar sincerity in David's messages. ‘Tell 
Elmira I know the sort of house she likes ; tell 
her I mean to take her to London for the honey- 
moon "—poor chap, he would be like a fish out 
of water in London—‘‘ ab, well, he’s a gocd boy, 
means well, and really believes he is in love.” 

After a little while, Elmira, who had begun 

by being somewhat prim, sat down by Harry, 
on the old chintz covered sofa, and permitted 
him to hold her hand as he described London to 
her, and Cheltenham, and Bath, and then chat- 
ted on Paris andthe German spas, dropping in 
a sighing regret that gir’s would bein such a 
hurry to get engaged to be married, before 
they had seen the world and knew something 
of life. Marriage brought troubles and respon- 
sibilities ; all very well, of course, when a girl 
had enjoyed herself a little. And besides, how 
did a girl know whether she was really in love 
with a man until she had seen some examples 
ofthe sex? Fancy any gir), with any preten- 
sions to beauty, confining her choice to 
Yarmouth ! 

“* And passing by the handsome and fascinat. 
ing Harry Barkstead,” said Elmira, laughing. 

**If Harry Barkstead hadn't been such a fool 
as to let his friendship for a conceited boy stand 
in his way, the prettiest girl in the county of 
Norfolk would have beenin his arms at this 
moment.” 

** And who may she be?” Elmira asked, with 
a flash of her dark eyes. 

** Oh, you witch!” Harry exclaimed, slipping 
his arm round her supple waist and kissing 
her, “you will drive me crazy.” 

‘I think you are already a little gone in that 
direction,” eaid Elmira, struggling to her feet, 
her face flushed, but without anything like 
anger in her eyes. 

“Elmira, Llove you! I know I ama scamp 
to say so; I know it is an outrage on friend- 
ship ; but I can’t help it——” 

“Oh, Harry!” was Elmira’s only answer, 
though she moved away from the intended em- 
brace that was meant for the conclusion of his 


declaration. 
“You forgive me, don’t you?” he asked, as 


she evaded his touch. 

“Oh, yes,” she said, ‘“‘I don’t see how I can 
be angry.” . 

“* You always knew I loved you? 

‘* How should I know when you never told 
me?” 

‘‘If I had, would you now be engaged, as he 
says you are, to David Keith?” 

« That depends.” 

“* Upon what?” 

“Oh, don’t ask so many questions. Come 
into the other room; Mrs, Dene will think it 
odd, and she is always joking me about you.” 


‘Is she?” 
“Says I like you best, and think you are 


uch a gentleman!” ; 
“< I am infinitely obliged to Mrs. Dene,” Harry 


r. plied. ” 
* Oh, she is a great admirer of yours. 
‘‘ Before we go, Elmira, may I come again 


later?” 


‘* How later?” e 
“ If your father does not come home. 


“No, sir, certainly not,” said Elmira, her 
hand upon the door. ; 

‘*T haveso much to say to you. 

‘Don't you think you have said enough for 

a” 
“ ohaname he said, gliding up to her before 
she had time to move, and laying his hand 
upon her arm, “ say you don’t hate me. 

“ Of course I don’t,” was the reply. 

es ou love me.” 

on oat oak a very different thing,” she 
ssid, but her eyes encouraged the kiss that 
5 a silently upon her lips, and as she 
left him she returned the pressure of his hand, 

“* Charity,” she said, ‘‘ Mr. Barkstead has 
some news for you from your friend Mr. David 
Keith,” and then she went hurriedly to her own 
room and flung herself upon the bed. 

After a long talk with Mrs. Dene, Harry said 
he must go, and he wished to say good evening 
to Miss Webb ; but Elmira sent him word that 
she had a headache and he must excuse her, 

“ Has she relented?” Harry was saying to 
himself as he walked along the road towards 
Yarmouth. “ l've known impulsive women 
do so after the most promising interview. Ah, 
wel) !| the chief pleasure of capture is in play- 
ing your fish. Once fairly hooked, Mrs. Charity 
Dene must help me with the landing net ! 

(To be Continued, ) 
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A Warkworth Miracle. 
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Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills may be had of all 
druggists or direct by mail from Dr, Williams’ 
Medicine Company from either address. The 
price at which these pills are sold makes a 
course of treatment comparatively inexpensive 
as compared with other remedies or medical 
treatment. 





The Happy Termination of Years of Suffer- 
ing. 





Mr. B. Crouter Relates an Experience of Great 
Valine to Others—Life was Becoming a Burden 
When Relief Came—A Druggist Expresses His 
Opinion. 


Warkworth Journal. 


Out of Tune 





“Singin’ is a cur’ous, oncertain kind of puf- 
formance,” said Uncle Jed Hawkins to Aunt 
M’ri’, his wife. ‘“*There’s ben times, off'n’ on, 
when I've wished the Lord hed seen His way 
to givin’ me a singin’ v'ice, an’ then there'll 
come times, like to-day, when I fell to be real 
grateful that sech powers was denied me. For 
I persume t’ say I shouldn’t re’lize when I’d 
lost my purchase on ‘em, any more’n other 
folks do.” 

“T reckon you’ve ben hevin’ a taste of your 
sister Alviry’s singin’, over t’ Cyrusville this 
afternoon, ain’t ye?” said Aunt M’ri’, surveying 
her spouse with a critical glance. 

“Thev,” replied Uncle Jed, ‘‘an’ it was con- 
sid’able wuss’n common.” 

“It don’t seem scussly possible,” responded 
Aunt M’ri’, 

“Well,” said Uncle Jed, ‘' you see the 
trouble lays jest here. Alviry’s piano that 
Brother Pete sent her, twenty-four years back, 
come Christmas, was a good article, but it’s hed 
& powerful lot o’ wear—what with the children 
kind o’ developin’ their muscles on it, an’ so on 
--an’ as you're knowin’ to, it ain’t ever been 
tuned.” 

‘*I should jedge not,” said Aunt M’ri’, 

‘“‘ Well,” proceeded her husband, ** Alviry’s 
v'ice, I cal’ late, hes sort o’ formed itself to suit 
theinstrument. Where there’s ben notes on the 
piano that was kind o’ queer-soundin’, Alviry hes 
cultivated her v’ice, as ye might say, to chime 
right in with’em. An’ it’s sounded pooty fa'r 
tome. Iknow jedges o’ music, like you, ain’t 
ben satisfied with it,” added Uncle Jed hastily, 
“*but to Cyrusville folks it hes sounded pooty 
fa'r. 

‘“* An’ this afternoon when I stepped in to see 
Alviry, she says. ‘Jed, there’s been a tuner 
here in Cryusville, an’I hed my piano tuned, 
an’I jest want you to come in an’ hear me 
sing to ir.’ 

‘*So we went in to the fore-room, an’ she set 
down an’ begun to play ‘Joys that we've 
tasted,’ which hes allus ben a great fav'rite o’ 
mine. Well, the instrument sounded fine, I 
never hed sech a good notion o’ the opening 
bars o’ that piece before. An’ then Alviry be- 
gun to sing. 

““T cal'late my ears ain’t as sensitive as 
some,” said Uncle Jed modestly, after a short 
puase, ‘‘ but my sakes alive! I thought I should 
go ravin’ crazy before she finished the fust 
verse. Her v’ice was patterned on the old way 
the instrument sounded, jest the same as ever, 
an’I s’pose she wasso kind of wrapt up she 
didn’t notice the diff'rence; but there was 
time when it was wuss’n draggin’ a pencil 
back’ard over a slate—or anythin’ else you can 
think of,” added Uncle Jed recklessly. 

“How d@’ you think ’twould be,” he asked, 
after a moment’s silence, ‘‘ ef we was to in- 


Not long ago a representative of the Journal 
while in conversation with Mr. N. Empey, 
druggist, drifted upon a topic which appears to 
be of general interest not only to this locality, 
but throughout the country ; we refer to the 
wonderful cures through the use of Dr. 

Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale People. News- 
paper men are not possessed of more curiosity 
than other people, but they have a feeling that 
instinctively leads them to investigation, and 
in the course of our conversation we asked Mr. 
Empey whether he thought the sales of Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills are really as large a3 
claimed for them. The answer was that judg- 
ing from his own sales he was well assured that 
Pink Pills are the most valuable, the most 
reliable and the mosc successful proprietary 
medicine extant. In answer tothe query as to 
whether there were any noteworthy cures in 
this vicinity, Mr, Empey promptly responded, 
“Yes; many peopie have been greatly bene- 
fited by the use of Pink Pills, and I know of 
one case in particular worthy of being recorded. 
The case to which I refer,” continued Mr. 
Empey, ‘‘is that of Mr. Crouter, brother of 
Rev. Darius Crouter, who some years ago re- 
presented East Northumberland in the House of 
Commons, Mr. Crouter was suffering from 
nervous affection and the after effects of la 
grippe. He had not beenable to do anything 
for two years, was unable to eat, as he could not 
hold a knife or fork in his half-paralyzed 
hands. He suffered greatly from cramps in his 
arms and lege, and had a continual feeling of 
coldness, One day Mr. Crouter made enquiry 
concerning Dr, Williams’ Pink Pills, and I 
advised him to try them, and the result is that 
he has entirely recovered his health,” 

Having heard this much the Journal de- 
termined to interview Mr. Crouter, and get 
from his own lips the full particulars of 
his illness and remarkable recovery. We 
found Mr. Crouter at his home in 
the best of health, and enjoying an 
evening smoke after a day's toil in 
the woods. When informed of the object of 
our visit, Mr, Crouter said he was glad to bear 
testimony to the wonderful value of Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills as a remedial agency. 
‘* The original cause of my trouble,” said Mr. 
Crouter, ‘‘I date back a good many years. 
When I was nineteen years old I drank aglass of 
cold water when overheated, which proved a 
most injudicious act on my part. I was sick 
for thirteen months and unable to work, and 
since that time until recently, I have never 
bad what you could calla well day. Two years 
ago I had an attack of la grippe which nearly 
cost me my life. My legs and feet were con- 
tinually cold and cramped, and I could get little 
or no sleep at night. It was impossible for me 
to eat with a knife or fork and I was forced to 






















eat with a spoon, and you can understand 
what a burden life was tome. One day I read 
in the Journal of a remarkable cure by the 
use of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills and I made up 
my mind to give them a trial. I sent to Mr. 
Empey’s for a supply and before the first box 
was entirely gone I could notice that they were 
helping me, so you may be sure I continued 
their use. When I began using the Pink Pills 
there was such a numbness in my feet that I 
could not feel the floor when 1 stepped on it. 
As I continued the use of the pills this dis- 
appeared ; the feeling returned tomy limbs, 
the cramps left me, I felt as though new blood 
were coursing through my veins, and I can 
now goto bed and sleep soundly all night. I 
have taken just twelve boxes of Pink Pills and 
I consider them the cheapest doctor's bill I 
ever paid. When I get up in the morning in- 
stead of feeling tired and depressed, I feel 
thoroughly refreshed, and ai! this wonderful 
change is due to Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. 
Although I am seventy-one yearsold Icangointo 
the woods and 6 a hard day’s chopping without 
feeling the least bad effects. I have now so 
much confidence in Dr, Williams’ Pink Pills 
that I intend shortly beginning their use again, 
this time as a spring medicine, for I believe 
they have no equal for building up the blood 
and I strongly recommend them to allsufferere, 
or to any who wish to fortify the system 
against disease. 

Mr. Crouter has lived in this vicinity for 
forty-five years, and is well known as an up- 
right, honorable gentleman, whose statements 
can be fully depended on in every particular. 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale 
People are a_ never-failing blood builder 
and nerve restorer, curing partial paralysis, 
locomotor ataxia, St. Vitus dance, rheumatism, 
neuralgia, the after effects cf la grippe, intlu- 
enza and severe colds, nervous headache, nerv- 
ous prostration and the tired feeling arising 
therefrom. These pills are a specific for all 
diseases arising from humors in the blood, such 
as scrofula, chronic erysipelas, etc. As a 
remedy for building anew the blood, enabling 
the system to successfully resist disease, Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills stand far in advance of 
any other remedy known to medical science. 
Pink Pills are a specific for the troubles pecu- 
liar to the female system, giving a rosy, 
healthy glow to pale or sallow complexions. In 
the case of men they effect a radical cure in all 
cases arising from mental worry, overwork, or 
excesses of any nature. 

These Pills are manufactured by the Dr, 
Williams’ Medicine Company, Brockville, Oat., 
and Schenectady, N. Y., and are sold only in 
boxes dearing the firm's trade mark (printed in 
red ink) and wrapper, at 50 cts. a box or six 
boxes for $2.50. Bear in mind that Dr, Wil- 
liams’ Pink Pills are never sold in bulk, or by 
the dozen or hundred, and any dealer who 
offers substitutes in this form is trying to de- 
fraud you and should be avoided. The public 
are also cautioned against all other so-called 
blood builders and nerve tonics, no matter 
what name may be giventhem, They are all 
imitations whose makers hope to reap a pe- 
cuniary advantage from the wonderful reputa- 
tion achieved by Dr. Wiiilame’ Pink Pills, Ask 
your dealer for Dr, Williams’ Pink Pills for 






vite Alviry over here for the day, an’ I was to 
hire that young man to on-tune the in- 
strument back to where ’twas?” He looked 
dubiously at Aunt M’ri’. 

** Couldn't be done,” said she. 

“ Well, then,” groaned Uncle Jed, “ Alviry’s 
singin’ will hev to be give up, an’ I shall have 
to be the one to tell her, as the children are all 
married off, and Eli’s as deef as a haddock. 
As Iremarked when I begun, this is one of the 
times when I feel to be grateful I wasn’t born 
a singer. 

“ Still,” said the old man regretfully, ‘‘ when 
you come right down to the root on'’t, it jest 
shows—-Alviry’s case does—that piano tunin’ 
ain’t sech a good thing, by an’ large, when all’s 
said an’ done!” 

Upon this remarkable view of the subject, 
Aunt M’ri’, with unusual forbearance, made 
no comment,— Youth's Companion, 








Ungrateful Mr. Jones. 





Mr. Jones has just had a birthday. It 
marked an epoch in his life, and in that of 
Mrs. Jones, too, and neither of those excellent 
people will be likely to forget it very soon, 

Mrs. Jones had been mysteriously busy em- 
broidering something which she kept wrapped 
up in oiled silk, Then at times her eyes would 
fall on Jones with a sort of tape-measure 
glance, as if taking dimensions and question- 
ing whether something would fit. Smiles of 
satisfaction would also chase each other across 
her face as she gazed. 

**T wonder what she’s up to,” mused Jones, 
‘*a four-in-hand for me to hang myself with, or 
another smoking-jacket only fit to be buried 
in. Ido hope Providence will avert any such 
calamity.” 

He changed his mind and took up another 
course of thought, when Mrs, Jones asked him 
which he would prefer, could he have his 
choice, a gold-headed cane or a rosewood re- 
volving desk. 

‘* Maria’s been saving up her money,” he said 
to himself, ‘I'm in luck this time.” 

The morning of his birthday came, and at 
breakfast Mr. Jones found his present in a 
small package at his plate. He unrolled it 
savagely, and saw a blue satin ribbon with red 
letters and come clasps attached. 

** You've always needed one, dear,” said Mrs, 
Jones, as she regarded it with admiring eyes. 

“What is it?” growled Jones, “what's the 
name of the object?” 

‘It’s a napkin-holder, Jeptha. You put the 
band around your neck——” 

** Not if I know it.” 

* And the silver holders —” 

“They won't hold me!” 

‘Keep the crumbs from——” 

** What are these letters?” 

“* They are French, dear——” 

**Oh, the English language gave out, did it?” 

** And wish you bon appetit,” 

** Bone what?” 

‘It means good appetite, you know——” 

“No, Ididn’t know! And if you think I'ma 
pug to be rigged up in harness you're away off, 
that’s what.” 

“But it’s only to wear at meals,” apologized 
Mrs, Jones. 
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“I’m out of the bib age, Mrs. Jones, for good 
and all,” 

“T think you're very unkind, Jeptha,” re- 
torted Mrs. Jones; ‘it’s a real shame!” 

“IT should say it wag, Maria. Look at me,’ 
continued Mr, Jones savagely. ‘‘D'you sup- 
pose I’d sit here and eat with that bonappity 
thing around my neck? Not much! I can 
make a fool of myself inone language, but I 
ain’t going to do it in two.” 





Mrs. Jones sobbed as she laid the relic away 
in the china closet, while Jones muttered feel 


URE 


ingly : 
‘ ‘ . Si>k Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
‘Another household idol smashed into dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
smithereens ! ”— Detroit Free Press. Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 


eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Littte Liver Pitie 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 


> at ey here, and those who once try them will find 
Mr. Lofty (on twenty-sixth floor of the Eyrie, these little pills valuable in so many ways that 


to elevator boy)—Good morning. Just come they will not be willing to do without them 
up? But after all sick head 


Elevator boy—Yes, sir. fi C be E 


Mr. Lofty— What is new in the city ? 
+ 
is the bane of so many lives that here fis where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 


A Better Way of Putting It. 
‘* Miss Keedick wants the earth,” exclaimed while others do not. 
Carter's Litt.e Liver PiLis are very smal} 


Miss Bleecker. 
‘** Yes,” replied Miss Emerson of Boston; and very wy to take. One or two pills make 
“ . ” a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
she seems ambitious of terrene ownership, not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
lease all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 
ive for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE 0., New York. 


Small PL Small Dose, Small Price 








A Study of Race Habits. 


Traveler (crossing the continent)—I don’t 
believe that old fellow over there is a real 
Indian, 

Conductor—Oh, but he is. 

Traveler—Well, I just offered him a drink of 
whisky or a five dollar bill for some of his 
truck, and I’m blest if he didn’t take the 
money. 

Conductor—That’s the way with them Indians 
when they’re drunk. 





Well Up, But Not Posted. 














A Humane Principle, 


Dumley—Mrs. Markham gave me precedence 
of Dayton. I led the way in to dinner. 

Benton—I heard her explain to Dayton that 
you looked hungriest, 





—e 


Ho! Traveller take BEECHAM's PILLS with 
you. 





Nicely Said. 
Hostess—I hope you are observing Lent this 
year, Mr. Holloway ? 
Holloway—Yes; I'm sorry to say my only 
form of dissipation in Lent is dining, and 
dinners are so dull. 





Testing his Honesty. 


Your druggist is honest if when you ask him 
for a bottle of Scott’s Emulsion he gives you 
just what you ask for. He knows this is the 
best form in which to take Cod Liver Oil. 





A Family Friend. 


‘*I'm sorry I couldn’t keep my engagement 
with vou last Tuesday,” said Miss Keswick to 
Miss Barlow, “‘ but Jupiter Pluvius interfered.” 

“ Why, I didn’t know you were acquainted 
with the Piuviuses,” replied Miss Barlow. 





California and Mexico. 


The Wabash Railway have now on sale round 
trip tickets at very low rates tosouthern points, 
including Old Mexico and California. The guly 
line that can take tourists via Detroit throug 
St. Louis and Kansas City and return them 
via Chicago and vice versa. Finest equipped 
trains on earth, passing through six states of 
the Union. Spend a winter in Mexico, the | 
land of the Aztecs and Toltecs; finest climate | 
and scenery in the world and older than 
Egypt. Time — and all one about | —— a 
side trip at new ticket office, north-east corner , ans 
King cna Yongs streets. J. A. Richardson, LADIES! at set 










Canadian passenger agent, Toronto. | i CLEAR, FRESH complexion, FREE 
ce eaadeaiw mains i from blotch, blemish, roughness, 

i coarseness, redness, freckles, or pim- 

Why. ples, use VIENNA TOILET 





CREAM, the finest preparati 
the skin, perfectly harmless, ¢ 

lightfully perfumed. Very us 
gentlemen after shaving. | 
Vienna Pharmacal Co. All Dru 


Flea & Co., Agents, | 


ntor 
de 


May— Why do you go abroad so early in the 
year? 

Grace—Well, I hear they're going to puta! 
stop to pauper immigration and want to 
marry a duke. 


Two Flyers of New York, via Picturesque 
Erie Railway. 


Something every person should remember : 
Time is money. Youcan save money by pur- 
chasing your tickets via one of the greatest 
double track roads of the United States, Leave 
Toronto at 1250 p.m., arrive at Buffalo 5,50 

.m., and leave Buffalo 7.30 p.m. and arrive in 
New York at7.30a.m. You can also leave To- 
ronto at 11 p.m, and connect with the Erie 
flyer at Hamilton. which is a solid vestibule 
train through to New York. Diniog-room cars 
attached to all trains for meals. For further 
particulars avply to S. J. Sharp, 9 York street. 








FOR FIFTY YEARS! 
MRS. WINSLOW’S 
SOOTHING SYRUP 


has been usea by Millions of Mothers 

for their children while Teething for over 

Fifty Years. It soothes the child, softens the 

gue, allays all pain, cures wind colic, and 
the best remedy for diarrhoea, 


Twenty-five Cents a Bottle. 
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SOSSSOSSOOOOOOSSSOOOOOO 


RIPANS TABULES regulate 


‘ensive breath 
the stomach, 
gives immediate re- 


Jim Faro—I'm in luck. I got five hundred 
last night on the ace o' hearts. 

Cracksey Bill—Dat’s nothin’. A fren’ o’ mine 
cracked a jewelry crib las’ week an’ got a thou- 
sand on a tray o’ di'mon’s, 








y T e the stomach, liver owels, and 
T elephone 103, Toronto. t porty the blood; are safe and effec- 
— e 1 ;the best medicine known for 
e indigestion. billowsness, headache, 
; pation, Yepepsia, chronic 
Taking Chances, 3 liver troubles, dysentery, bad com- 

+ 

© 


plexion, dizziness, 
and all disorders 
éliver and bowels. One tabule 
lief. Take one at meal time. Sold by Druggists, Ag 
trial bottle sent by mail on receipt of 15 cents € 
@ RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 10Spruce S8t., New York. 
doccccccvocccccosoosoooesoocoocces 


AN ABSOLUTE CURE 
ADAMS PEPSIN 
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New Facts About the Dakotas 


is the title of the latest illustrated pamphlet 
issued by the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway regarding those growing states, whose 
wonderful crops the past season have attracted 
the attention of the whole country. It is full 
of facts of special interest for all not satisfied 
with their present location, Send to A, J. 
Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Palmer 
House Block, Toronto, Oat., for a copy free of 
expense. 


TUTTI FRUTTI 


TION. 
FO NOES rurn 
1S ON EACH S¢ PACKAGE. 
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Music. 


HE Schirmer-Mapleson concerts 
on Friday and Saturday of last 
week, at the Academy of Music, 
were events of no ordinary in- 
terest. The company consisted 
of Mme. Schirmer -Mapleson, 
soprano ; Signor Berthalc-Bar- 
ron, tenor; Signor Sartori, 

bass ; and Mr. Isidore Luckstone, pianist and 

director, all of whom created a very favorable 
impression, notwithstanding the fact that their 
programmes were rendered with piano accom- 
paviment throughout, the absence of adequate 
orchestral support being an unfortunate draw- 
back in each of their four concerts. The skilful 
manner, however, in which the piano was mani- 
pulated ia the accompaniments by Mr. Luck- 
stone, was a subject of much favorable comment, 
his work in this capacity being admirable. 
Chief interest, of course, centered in the prima 
donna, Mme. Schirmer.Mapleson, whose voice 
may be described as a pure soprano, somewhat 
light in quality perhaps, but of great flexibility 
and good compass. In florid work she shone to 
excellent advantage, her runs being character- 
ized by a charming clearness and crispness. 
Asercore pieces the prima donna delighted the 
audience by quaint renditions of well known 
ballads, among them Coming Thro’ the Rye 
and The Last Rose of Summer. Mme. Maple- 
son's voice is particularly well adapted for light 
opera, it lacking the dramatic qualities which 
one expects in heavier works, It is hored that 
she and her company willsoon be introduced to 

a Toronto audience in some light opera with 

the support of chorus and orchestra. 





Mme. Mapleson's support gave unqualified 
satisfaction, this being especially true of the 
tenor Signor Berthald-Barrop, whose splendid 
lyric tenor voice is one of the finest heard in 
Toronto for some time. His solos were 
greeted with great enthusiasm on his every 
appearance, and he may fairly be said to have 
divided the honors with the prima donna. 
Signor Sartori, the basso, also was accorded a 
hearty reception, one of his best efforts being 
the Torreador song from Carmen, Mlle. 
Thea-Dorri contributed much to the enjoy- 
ment of the different concerts, both in her solo 
and concerted work displaying a mezzo soprano 
voice of rich quality in a high state of cultiva- 
tion. The quartette numbers rendered by the 
company were admirable examples of ensemble 
singing. On Friday afternoon, besides the 
miscellaneous numbers on the programme, 
the third act of Faust was given in costume 
and with scenery. On Friday evening the 
second act of Martha was contributed, and at 
the Saturday matinee and evening perform. 
ances thethird act of Faust was again presented 
in response to a general request. In addition 
to the accompaniments, Mr. Luckstone played 
several pianoforte solos in a most brilliant 
manner, including an arrangement of the 
William Tell overture at the first concert and 
numbers by Liszt and other masters at suc- 
c2eding performances. . 


The rather slim attendance at the Wagner 
Festival on Tuesday evening last should not. 
perhaps, be regarded as evidence of a pro- 
nounced lack of musical appreciation or cul- 
tureon the part of our citizens. The many 
counter attractions no doubt prevented many 
from attending who would otherwise have 
been present, still it is regrettable that so 
artistic an event should have been so poorly 
patronized. The concert certainly was one of 
the grandest ever given in Toronto, being 
particularly interesting on account of the num- 
ber of Wagnerian excerp's which had not pre- 
viously been heard here. To the music student 
the programme offered a feast which is seldom 
to be heard in America outside two or three 
of the largest cities. The educational 
value of this concert made it all the more 
regrettable that it should have been held dur- 
ing the holiday season, when hundreds of stu- 
dents were absent from the city. The num- 
bers which had not previously been heard in 
this city were Isolde’s Liebestod, from Tristan 
and Isolde—one of the most magnificent tone 
poems ever created—the quintette from the 
third act of that glorious opera, the Meister 
singers, and the first scene of the third act of 
The Walkure from the Niebelungen tetralogy. 
All these works were superbly rendered under 
Herr Seidl’s baton, it being plainly evident that 
his world-wide reputation as a mode! inter- 
preter of Wagnerian music has been Honestly 
earned. Some of the numbers given, par. 
ticularly the highly dramatic one from 
The Walkure, suffered through being per- 
formed as concert selections, Those who 
have heard the marvelous prelude to Parsi- 
fal in Bayreuth will have been impressed 
with the absence of that mystical sensation 
caused by the music as performed in the Wag 
nerian theater, although Mr, Seid!’s interpret. 
ation of the work left little to be desired. 
Amid the glare of a concert-room the effect of 


this composition depends entirely upon its 
value as an example of absolute music, and 
while in this respect it is worthy of the great 
master who created it, one can readily under- 
stand his desire tha’ it should never be per 
formed excepting when ass6ciated with the 


music dram. of which is formsa part. The 
least satisfactory performance by the orchestra 
was the Siegfried music Waldweben, this be- 
ing hardly up to the standard of 
the other selections. The orchestra was 
assisted in several of the numbers’ by 
an imposing array of vocal talent, of whom 
Miss Emma Juch and Miss Amanda Fabris 
were the shining lights. Miss Juch’s voice 
appeared to me to have lost much of its 
dramatic power since her last appearance here. 
Notwithstanding this she gave a delightful 
interpretation of Elsa's Dream from Lohengrin 


and sang with splendid effect in the thrilling | 


scene from The Walkure. The celebrated duet 
from Lohengrin, botween Elsa and Ortrud, 
was very effectively rendered by Miss Fabris 
and Miss Maurer. Another delightfui speci- 
men of ensemble singing was the beautiful 
quintette from the Meistersingers, which 
was sung by Misses Fabris and Stein 
and Messrs. Ferguson, Stephens and Viviani. 
The ladies who took part in the remark 
able scene from The Walkure were Miss 
Jach, Mme. Carola Riegg, Mme, Elizabeth 
Northrop, Mme, Adele Baldwin, and Misses 
Amanda Fabris, Marie Maurer, Lucy Osborne, 
Sarah Lovin, Gertrude May Stein and Flora 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Bertello. The concert, as a whole, was & 
memorable one in the musical annals of Toron- 
to and one which, I trust, will be repeated 
under more favorable auspices in the near 


future. 
7 


The same evening witnessed the first of a 
series of six performances of Chassaignac’s 
comic opera Falkain the Grand Opera House 
at the hands of the Harmony Club... As might 
have been expected a full house greeted the 
performers, notwithstanding counter attrac- 
tions of no small importance. The music of 
the opera is essentially French in character, 
being light and vivacious, full of piquant 
melodies, which, although not remarkable for 
originality, are well adapted tothe text. The 
plot is replete with absurd and amusing inci- 
dents, and taken as a whole the work was well 
chosen. The cast on Tuesday evening was as 


follows: 

Re 5. vo sscse ce be cwavcndiscceseiss Miss Minnie G wylord 
BONOND. cceticccsascehesitckaasctnneneveusas Mrs. Peterson 
Janotha Mrs. Nicholson 
BNNs oink sk eWisecccdiseenscscecens Miss S. Seymour 
PE ic ctnns cs tdseetesisesteses .... Miss FE. Howard 
DAs ocd cess cde setevicsoreseceec Mr. W. F. Rochester 


BARTS, «0.0 sscccces cecseeee ce-eese.. Mle, G20 Danestan 
vueeKes Mr. W. E Randle 


Arthur............ 

IB 6.6.00 5.6 086500 vine seve stsbesbse Mr. E R Ricketts 
BONUS cece ccc decdecsectes cc, seas tienen Mr. Wylie Grier 
OUI 6 ic sv cveccsacnsé scesdesusvsus Mr. W M. Fahey 
i abbr eect esses dec deeeeuse ......Me. Geo. Wilson 
POURS sibedecnvesvsaes vee ..Mr. Halme 
Seneschal.......... ....+-Me. R. G@ Pegley 


The following ladies and gentlemen took part 
in the choruses: Misses Bostwick, Crawford, 
Chad wick, €anniff, Cassells, H. Cassells, Madge 
Dodds, Horetzki, Hedley, N. Hedley, Jaffray, 
Kelly, C. Kleiser, Lowndes, Lea, M. Lash, 
Newbigging, Pa'mer, Parkyn, Paterson, 
Pringle, Scott, Thomson, and Walker, and 
Mesdames F. Cox, Danstan, Furniss, Gibson, 
and Pringle, and Messrs. Adam, Boultbee, 
Beatty, Beakbane, Coisholm, Chaytor, Caniff 
Duggan, Fahey, Ford, Gibson, Grey, Greacon, 
Hulme, Kelly, Lowndes, Minty, Muntz, Muir, 
Macdonald, Nelles, Parkyn, Persse, Ritchie, 
Stovell, Rex Stovell,Sweatman, Snow, Wilson, 
Wills, and Warde. 


The performance of the.opera may be regard- 
ed as an advance upon any previous efforts 
of the club in its eight or nine years of exist- 
ence. Some of the parts, indeed, were rendered 
in a manner which would have reflected credit 
upon professional artists of long experience, 
this being particularly the case with the sing- 
ing and acting of Miss Minnie Gaylord. This 
young lady was_most enthusiastically received, 
being several times encored. Miss Seymour, 
Mrs. Peterson and Mrs. Nicholson also acted 
and sang their parts remarkably well. The 
gentlemen were equally successful. Mr. E. R. 
Ricketts created considerable amusement as 
Pelican, his acting and makeup being 
excellent. Mr. Geo. Dunstan as Tancred 
was uniformly successful, albeit he showed 
a tendency at timesto a lack of earnest- 
ness. Mr. Rochester, the stage manager, 
showed himself possessed of considerable 
ability and gave an admirable impersonation 
of the role of Folbach. Mr. Rundle as Arthur 
also proved himself the possessor of consider- 
able vocal and histrionic ability, being particu: 
larly successfal in his duet with Miss Gaylord. 
The other gentlemen likewise did their parts 
exceedingly well,and the performance as a 
whole reflected the greatest credit upon the 
energetic conductor of the club, Mr. E. W. 
Schuch, whose arduous labors for months past 
were justly rewarded through the admirable 
impression made by those who had 
studied the work under his _ baton. 
The opera was repeated on the succeeding 
nights of the week, to end with a matinee this 
afternoon and a final performance to-night. 
An entire change of cast was provided on 
Wednesday evening, notice of which will be 
given in our next week’s issue. The officers of 
the Harmony Club, under whose auspices the 
above work was produced, are: President, 
Mr. Albert Nordheimer ; vice-president, Mr. E. 
H. Daggan; treasurer, Mr. Geo. Dunstan; 
secretary, Mr. W. H. Cawthra; committee, 
Messrs. Geddes, Kirk, Fahey, and Coborn, 

* 


The first concert by the Hecker children in 
Association Hall on Tuesday evening was at- 
tended by an audience in which the enthusiasm 
and delight created by the wonderful playing 
of this most clever family were entirely out of 
proportion to the small number who were 
present. The Wagnerian Concert in the 
Pavilion and the Falka performance in the 
Grand Opera House proved counter attractions 
of sufficient interest to divide the concert- 
going public between them, leaving but a small 
number for other entertainments. The violin 
playing of Carl was a remarkable example of 
precocity, in which there was a wonderful 
maturity of style and technique for one so 
young. The piano solos of Misses Stella and 
Bertha were rare treats in which no allowance 
was necessary on account of the tender years 
of the little girls. Vocal solos were also con- 
tributed and the concert was a most enjoy- 
able treat to all present. ‘The youthful 
artists performed at the same place on Wednes- 
day evening to a somewhat larger audience. 

* 


The Good Friday concert at the Bloor street 
Methodist church was very largely attended by 
an audience who gave many manifestations of 
delight at the good programme prepared for 
their entertainment by the energetic organist 
and choirmaster of the church, Mr. T. C. 
Jeffers. The work of the choir on this occasion 
reflected very creditably upon that organiza- 
tion, being worked by good quality of tone and 
balance of the different parts as well as an 
excallent regard for expression. Two anthems 
deserve special mention, namely, Soldiers of 
Christ Arise, a martial composition by Mr, 
Jeffers, and an unaccompanied par:-song, The 
Silent Land, by Gaul. Thechoir was assisted 
by Mr. Harold Jarvis of Detroit, tenor, and 
Prof. S. H. Clark of Chicago, elocutionist, each 
of whom appeared at his best and received the 
hearty applause of the audience. The solo 
talent of the choir, consisting of Miss Ida 
Hatch, soprano, Mr. R J. Kirby, baritone, and 
Mr, J. Bilton, tenor, added much to the enjoy- 
ment of the evening by their excellent rendi- 
tion of the various numbers allotted them. The 
concert, as a whole, may be considered one of 
the most successful yet given in the church. 


Another excellent Good Friday concert was 
that given by the choir of the Sherbourne 
































St. George's Episcopal 


street Methodist Church, The large edifice 
was filled by an appreciative audience who 
thoroughly enjoyed the programme presented. 
The chorus work of the choir was excellent and 
shone to special advantage in Mozart's O God, 
When Thou Appearest, and Handel’s We 
Never Will Bow Down, from Judas Macca- 
beus. The soloists of the choir also created an 
excellent impression through the uniform good 
quality of their singing, Taese were: Mrs. 
Helen Wright and Mrs. Fred Cox, soprano ; 
Miss Authors, alto; Messrs. Rundle and 
S»arrow, tenors, and Mr, Fred Warrington, 
baritone. One of the most pleasing numbérs 
on the programme was Mrs, Wright's rendition 
of the solo, Eve’s Lamentation, with flute 
obligato by Prof. Arlidge, which was enthusias- 
tically encored. Mr. Sparrow's tenor solo also 
scored a great success in the recitative and 
aria from the Creation, reflecting credit upon 
himself and his teacher, Mr. Warrington. 
Miss Authors sang The Wide, Wide Sea with 
much feeling, and Mr. Rundle gave a pleasing 
rendition of a recitative and aria from the 
Elijah. Mr. Warrington was enthusiastically 
received, as was Mr. Churchill Arlidge, who 
contributed several flute solos in his usual 
skilful manner. Variety was lent the even- 
ing’s proceedings by the clever recitations of 
Mc. Owen Smily, who appeared in excellent 


form in his various numbers, 
* 


Mrs. George Tate Blackstock, who is well 
known as one of the most intelligent and lib- 
eral patronesses of music in the city, has given 
further evidence of interest in the art by offer- 
ing to present a medal, annually, to the pupil 
displaying the highest degree of skillin the 
classes of extemporization which have been es- 
tablished at the Conservatory of Music this 
season. The graceful act will do much to 
awaken interest in a branch of the art which is 
but too little understood in this country. 


The Easter work of our city church choirs 
this year may be regarded as an advance over 
some other seasons which have preceded it. 
At the Metropolitan church selections from the 
Redemption were given on Good Friday, air 
from the Messiah and other works on Easter 
Sunday. The Episcopal churches made an un- 
usually good showing, particularly the Church 
of the Ascension, the Cathedral, St. George’s, 
All Saints’ and the Church of the Redeemer. 
Elm street and Sherbourne street Methodist 
churches also presented interesting pro- 
grammes, and the Jarvis street Baptist church 
choir rendered appropriate choruses and solos 
from the Messiah and other standard works. 
In several of the Roman Catholic churches 
orchestras aided in the services with excellent 
effect. Perhaps the most comprehensive ser- 
vice prepared by any church choir was that 
given by the choir of the Church 
of the Redeemer on Tuesday evening of 
last week, when Dr. Lee William’s beautiful 
cantata, Bethany, was produced under the di- 
rection of Mr. Waiter H. Robinson, the cap- 
able choirmaster of the church. The singing of 
the choir on this occasion gave evidence of 
much careful preparation and a thorough grasp 
of the work in hand, The choruses were rend- 
ered in admirable style, both as regards quality 
of tone, intonation, etc., and the precision and 
ease with which the composition was given. 
Mr. Robinson’s effort might be imitated ‘o 
good advantage by some other of our leading 
choirs. The benefit to be derived by the study 
of a complete work is no small one and should 
be an annual affair with all aspiring choir 


organizations. _ 


Lovers of pianoforte music will do well not 
to miss the treat in store on Tuesday nex’, 
when Miss Neally Stevens, the brilliant pianist, 
gives a recital in St. George’s Hall. Miss Ste- 
vens recently played in Columbus, Ohio, before 
a large and critical audience, and among other 
press comments concerning her success there 
I clip the following extract from the Despatch 
of that city: ‘*‘Miss Stevens’ execution and 
powers of expression seem to be without limit. 


She plays the most difficult passages with the , 


greatest confidence and ease, and her playing 
is imbued with a personsl magnetism that 
makes it wonderfully attractive even to the 
uncultured ear. She is a magnificent artist 
and a beautiful woman." There are only a 
limited number of seats available for this 
recital. Taoese can be procured at the piano 
warerooms of Messrs. Gourlay, Winter & 
Leeming, 188 Yonge street. 
a 


Mr. Philips Jacobi has just returned from a 
trip to New York and Boston, during which 
he regaled himself with a feast of the good 
things in music which flourish in these two 
Eastern cities. Mr. Jacobi while in Boston 
took a run to Worcester, at the invitation of 
Mr, T. Hi. Mason, and had the privilege of an 
inspection of the magopificent vocalion manu- 
factory in that city, owned by Messrs, Mason 
& Risch of Toronto. Mr. Jacobi is enthusiastic 
over this complete establishment, which is 
being pushed by Canadian capital and enter- 
prise, and spoke in highest terms of praise of 
the splendid results attained by Messrs. Mason 
& Risch in developing the vocalion industry. 
Mr. Jacobi also furnished me with a detailed 
description of a grand vocalion furnished for a 
wealthy Boston gentleman, and which through 
the influence of Mr. Mason he was permitted 
to see and hear. This instrument, which cost 
the enormous sum (fora reed organ) of $5 000, 
is beyond doubt the grandest specimen of reed 
organ construction in the world and a marvel. 
ous example of the possibilities in the develop- 


ment of this class of instrument. 
* 


On Thursday evening, April 13, a concert 
which promises to be one of the most attrac 
tive local events of the season will be given in 
Bond street Congregational church. The To- 
ronto Ladies’ Quartette, whose first appearance 
it will be at achurch concert, will sing three 
quartettes, a trio and one or two solos. Violin 
solos will be contributed by Miss Ivy Kerr, a 
promising young violinist. Miss Minnie Clark 
will read two selections, and the choir of the 
church, under the leadership of Mr. W. 8S, 
Jones, will sing the Gloria from Mozart's twelfth 
Mass and the Inflammatus from Rossini’s 
Stabat Mater, the soprano obligato in the latter 
being taken by Miss Matthews. Admission 
will be by silver collection of ten cents and 
upwards, 


Mr. E. W. Phillips, the talented organist of 
church, has been 








awarded the first prize in the part-song compe- 
tition inaugurated by the Toronto Vocal So- EW CO MB E an’ am 
” 


ciety. [I heartily congratulate Mr. Phillips, 
Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 


more especially so since the contest is said to 
THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OGTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & 60. 


leading Canadian musicians. The production 
MANUFACTURERS 


of this composition at the forthcoming concert 
of the Vocal Society will not be the least inter- 

TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church St. 


esting event of a superb programme. Mr. 
Phillips will in all probability be invited to 
conduct this number, a courtesy usually ex- 

grammes furnish proof of Mr. Reed’s versa- AND | 

tility and of the high standard which he main- | ygusical Instruments of All 
tains in his work in the Canadian Metropolis. Kinds 
* 





I have received from Mr, Willian Reed a pro- 
gramme of an organ recital by him in the 
American Presbyterian church on April 1, and 
the order of service at the same church on Eas- 
ter Sunday evening. Mr. Reed is well known 
as one of the finest solo organists in Canada 
and his choir has the reputation of being 
second to none in the Dominion. Both pro- 








tended on such occasions, 
* 
See Our Specialties. 


The Imperial Guitars 
The Imperial Mandolins 


Tha Imperial Banjos 


The ELITE Song Folio, the STAN- 
DARD Vocal and Instrumental Folios 
and all classes of Sheet Music and 
Music Books. 

When you need anything in the *- 
music line please remember 

Send for catalogue. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO., 158 Yonge St., Torente 
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R. E. W. SCHUCH 


Conductor Toronto Vocal Society. 
> Ohoirmaster St. James’ Cathedral. 


The next two concerts to be given by the Conductor University Glee Club. 
Philharmonic Society under Mr, Torrington's Instruction in Voice Culture oan teppaiiie te! 8 aig. 
baton, with full chorus and orchestra, are now 35 Grenville Street 
ready. The first will consist of Handel's 
beautiful cantata, Acis and Galatea, with 
miscellaneous vocal and instrumental selec- 
tions, on Thursday, April 20. The next will 
come early in May, at which Sullivan’s Golden 
Legend will be rendered. Subscription lists 
will be open for a few days at Nordheimer's 
and the College of Music, and it is hoped that 
amid the multitude of musical ventures of 
more or less excellence that the parent society 
will not be forgotten but will receive a liberal 
support. Those whose names are not already DRAMATIC AND HUMOROUS IMPERSONATORS 


in should subscribe at once. MODERATO, An experienced manager wanted immediately. Liberal 
© terms offered to a good man. Address London, Ont. 


A concert in aid of the Trinity Cricket Club 
will be given in Convocation Hall, Trinity KUCHENMEISTER 
College, on Tuesday evening, April 18. The ae VIOLIN SOLOIST AND TEACHER 
Banjo and Guitar Club will be assisted by Dr. = pte a} Taman. HE Kees, ace aimee 


Crawford Scadding, Miss Ridley, and others. and C. B-rgheer, formerly a member of the Pailharmonic 
Orchestra at Hamburg, (Dr. Hans von Balow, conductor.) 


Studio, Odd Fellows’ Building, cor. Yonge and College 
Streets, Room 13, or College of Music. 
Residence, Vorner Gerrara and Victoria Ste. Telepnone 980 
—————————————————eeeeeeeOOOON 


FRANCIS J. BROWN 


President of the Delsarte College of Oratory. 
Shakespearean and Bible Readings a 
Specialty 


Open for engage ments. 
For terms address FRANCOIS J. BROWN, Y. M. O. A. 


HERBERT W. WEBSTER 
OONOERT BARITONE 


Choirmaster St. Peter's Church, Late of Westminste 
Abbey, Eog., and Milan, Italy. Instruction in Voice Cul. 
ture, Opera, Oratorio. Telephone 4227. 


64 Winchester St. or College of Music. 
OPEN TO CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS. 


R. A. S. VOGT 
t and Ch 
Nbr scar Jarvis 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 


Residence, 605 Church Street, Toronte 


W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster 8t. Simon's Church. 
Musical Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
13 Dunbar Road, Rosedale 


MR. F. WARRINGTON 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist Ch 
will receive pupile in Voice Culture, Ex vention tu Donae 
and Piano at his residence, 214 Carlton treet, Toronto. 


OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


I have received from Mr. A, M, Read, St. 
Catharines, a, programme of his work at St. 
Thomas's Episcopal church on Easter Sunday. 
Mr. Read has worked hard to maintain a choir 
in the City of the Saints which shall compare 
favorably with leading organizations in To- 
ronto, the ‘*‘ great musical center.” It is grati- 
fying to know that his efforts in this respect 
have b2:en rewarded with success, and that in 
some of the smaller cities of the province the 
general standard of church choirs is not behind 
that of our own city with all its superior ad- 
vantages. 








Miss EPHIE LABATT 
Musical Directress of Pickering College. 


Lessons in Piano 
Krause Meth d Taught. 
Studied in Leipzig under Zvintecher and Martin Krause. 


Toronto Conservatory of Music and 576 Church St, 
etnies 


HELEN M. MOORE, Mos, Bac., 
jarmony, Counterpoint, Etc. 
Students prepared for the University Srententions in 
Music. Toronto College of Music and 608 Church Street. 
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Artists and Teachers’ Gradaating Courses 
University affiliation for Degrees in Music. Scholar- 
ships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, eto. - 
ree instruction in Theory, Sight Singing, Violin, Or- 
cheetra and Ensemble playing. The Concerts and Recitals 
by teachers and students are alone invaluable educational 
advantages. Teaching staff increased to 56. New music 
hall and class rooms lately added. Facilities for general 
musical education unsurpassed. may enter any 


time. 
CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION 
HB, N. Shaw. B.A., Principal 
e, efficient stsff Best methods for development of 
Verbal, Vocal and Pantomimic Expression. Delsarte and 
Swedish Gymnastics. Special course in Physical Culture, 
developing muscles which streagthen voice, also course in 
Literature. One and two year courses with Diploma. 
one wa pag ge mailed free. 
ER, Musical Director 
Corner Yonge Street and Wiltes Avenat Pe 


ARTHUR E. FISHER 


Mus. Bac. Trin. Coll., Toronto 
A.C.O (Eng.) and A.T.C.L. (Eng.) 


Principal of the Theoretical Department 
At the Toronto Conservatory of Music. 


PRIVATE TUITION IN 


University Mus. Bac. Examination Work, 
Composition, Pianoforte and Organ 


RESIDENCE—92 Wellesley Street, Toronto. 
Mi!ss McCARROLL, Teagher of Harmony 


AT THE 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 


(Formerly —— resident no teacher at the Bish 
Will be prepared to i School Toronto) : : 7 
Pl receive pu; in ny and Pi; 
Viaying on gg ae r 2, at = residence aad 
joseph Street, Toronte. 
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R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO. 
returned from a two eo residence in ~ 
many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 
| hee ieee "84 to '88 with Dr. Prof. Carl 
in iz the rare advantage of uree 
with Dr. Hans Von Bulow, in Frankfort in "87. Ganares 


engagements and ls accepted. For te’ B 
ronto College of Made and 105 Gloucester ae =” 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. No advance 
fees. 2 Wilton Crescent, Torente. 


WALTER PONVILLE 
Cc 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Feisty Colle tredoe, Eng. 


8 Buchannan St., aad Toronte College of Musis 
MEPS: = ™. Fox 


Teacher of Guitar aud Banje. 
Studio at 32 Queen Street East. 


Lteorp =. WATKINS 
Whorough instruction on sian, altar, Mandoli and 





We guarantee thorough work from the lowest to the 
mighas® qnden et music, as the instruction is given by ex- 
perien: teachers only. 

Our advanced pupila are not only excellent sight read- 
ers, but also show careful and thorough training Cun 
technique and expression. 

Pract'cal instruction in harmony in connection with 
piano studies. 


OERTIFIOATES AND DIPLOMAS 





BERT KENNEDY 

er of Bandota and 8: 

Nordheimer sole agente) Toronto ‘College ot maa 26 
instruction given in Banje. Guitar and Mandolin 
* residence, 271 Jarvis Street, Call Monday or Wed- 


M®: J. D. A. TRIPP 


Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 


Only Canadian pupil of Moszkewski 
Germany, formeriy pupil of Edward Fisher.” } at 
engaemente. Toronte Conservatory of Maste 

and 2@ Seaton Street, Toronto 


R. W. E. FAIRCL . 
M Organist and COU Oe, £S9. fE26:) 


Teacher of Organ, Piano and Theory 


Seas facilities for Organ students. 
pared lor musical examinations. Harmony oan 8 
point taught by correspondence. 

454} Ontarte Street, Teronte 


Miss NORMA REYNOLDS 


Telephone 3921 














T2BONTO COLLEGE 
and TEACHERS’ OF MUSIC 


CERTIFICATES 
SOPR. 
DIPLOMAS (LIMITED) Graduate Toronto College of Music and Gees 
Send tee calender. Trinity Uaiversity. Concert, Oratorio, Church. Pupite 


received. Mise Reynolds is the only certificated 

aes ABs y } ea cange 9 under whom ehe has tees 
row 

= af whom she has received the high- 


Toronto College of Music and 86 Major St, 
W. L. FORSTER 


saa 81 anaan tae ARTIST 


F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. 
W 0. FORSYTH 


Lessons in Piano Playing and Theory 
Studied i 
one 2 ee ant Vinate — Dr. 5. Jadassohn, 
Modern methods. Address— 
11% College Street, Terente 





| 


dows of ow 
feeble we 8 
We reach c 
ing but the 
us from the 
come must 
to the ferry 
the river hc 


The open 
ings was qi 
will be gene 
useful one 
present app 
it is a painf 
no style not 
smaller port 
of a Queen . 
Ido not ka 
but it does | 
well togethe 
wereincomp 
ing the time 
the job. I | 
and that son 
drawing sh¢ 
after anothe 
and gables, « 
too, that lar 
rooms will b 
for. I think 
ten years ou 
bea stately 
which give t 
gruous look ' 


A hundred 
province wa 
is to be 
such a) 
respects. T 
ho wever, is |: 
utilitarian ; 
aive it style. 
ness and the 
cellent, I kr 
and cost in w 
pains to mak 
the Hon, Mr, 
be thanked, 
Ottawa were 
special line o! 
has been nos 
bers and Civil 
the architect 
the present bi 
eur of interior 
which canno 
grand stairca: 
nowhere else 
Chamber is la 
almost hideot 
men who sit | 
who are coope 
I think that 
cealed from us 
her money in 
and though I : 
1 think it is in 
morals that : 
structed and s 
which it is des 
to the public 
ani definiten: 
acterized the 
management — 
If men are not 
or if at least 
when they he 
expect those w 
Of course m 
always be hon 
that every pu 
mically and w 
not always pre 
prevent an ac 
has been fruga 
& fault, in supe 
tural monstros 
like putting in 
we shall neve 
money of Ontar 
isa change of | 
distrust the m: 
has been so lo 
fully organized 
duct of the offic 
ment through 
buildings job « 
be genuine. H 
speak of it, and 
partizanship th 
Government in 
have as much c¢ 
pber Finlay Fra 
member of ti 
party, and the ( 
ter, will never 
& man he vw 
favor-hunters 
fear his uprigt 
the other memb 
gether. Strang 
Mr, Fraser that 
appointments, | 
ism which seen 
he is colder an 
than any of his 
because of his 
agree with him 
ally go out of ou 


While interest 
internal develo} 
sight of the neg 
in Paris with r 
the seal fisherie: 
share. In nego 
ted States has : 
ously unfair mea 
again they are | 
tion of charlats 
Cleveland does 
been using fals« 
their purpose, 
thing we may re 
missioners are |: 
and I think w 
the Yankees wi 
dians are too | 
bafore Canada 
negotiations tha 
able to fool Grea 
we are able to at 





Ir | 


JADA 
00. 


TAWA 








Mub. 
ny Club. 
nging. 


oO 


} Krause. 
arch St, 





Etc. 
ations in 
h Street. 





ATORS 
Liberal 
at. 





CHER 


tfort-on- 
eermann 
armonic 
luctor.) 


| College 


none 980 


NN 


y. 
igs a 


0. A. 


TER 


tmineter 
pice Cul- 
e 4227. 


ic. 








)rgan 


te 


Whitby. 


.NO 


ON 


Toronto, 


8i 
= 





O, HAS 
in Ger- 
r Martin 
Europe. 
rof. i 
~ course 
Conoret 
y at To- 





advance 
onte. 





, Eng. 
Musis 








(A. & 8. 


delim 
or Wed. 























TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 13 








Around Town. 


Continued from Page One. 


dows of our ambitions must seem as lonely and 
feeble we see ourselves left behind in the race. 
We reach out our hands and they touch noth- 
ing but the cold dripping wall which separates 
us from the future. To such as this how wel- 
come must be the open door which leads down 
to the ferry, and if there only be alight across 
the river how blest are they! 
e 





* * . 

The opening of the new Parliament Build- 
ings was quite a festive affair, and I think it 
will be generally agreed that the building isa 
useful one and worth the money which it at 
present appears to have cost. Outside I think 
it is a painful piece of architecture, for it is of 
no style nor class. Domes cover some of the 
smaller portions of the structure, while a sort 
of a Queen Anne root finishes other portions, 
Ido not koow very much about architecture, 
but it does not seem to me that the styles go 
well together ; the whole exterior looks as if it 
wereincompleteand had been covered over, wait- 
ing the time when funds could be found to finish 
the job. I imagine that this is really the fact 


and that somewhere in Mr, Frraser’s desk is a 


drawing showing how the building will look 
after another half-million is spent on turrets 
and gables, and that sort of thing. I am told, 
too, that large as this useful building is, the 
rooms will be all used and more will be asked 
for. I think I can safely predict that inside of 
ten years our Parliament building will really 
bea stately pile, when the sawed-off places 
which give the building such a runty, incon- 
gruous look will have been completed. 
. 


* * 

A hundred years ago the parliament of this 
province was a very small affair, and it 
is to be regretted that it is still 
such a very small affair in many 
respects. The business of the province, 
ho wever, is large and the building is thoroughiy 
utilitarian; nothing has been sacrificei to 
aiveit style. It is built for the doing of busi- 
ness and the light and ventilation are both ex- 
cellent. I know of no building of equal size 
and cost in which the designer has taken such 
pains to make the building useful, and for this 
the Hon, Mr. Fraser and his architect should 
be thanked. The Parliament buildings in 
Ottawa were sacrificed in order to carry out a 
special line of architecture. In Toronto there 
has been no such sacrifice made and the mem- 
bars and Civil Service will gain in health what 
the architecture has lost in beauty. Nor are 
the present buildings lacking in a certain grand- 
eur of interior ; there isa largeness and airiness 
which cannot fail to be impressive. The 
grand staircase, the like of which I have seen 
nowhere else, is ‘imposing; the Legislative 
Chamber is large and airyand well lighted, and 
almost hideously decorated. However, the 
men who sit there will live longer than those 
who are cooped up in the dungeon at Ottawa. 
I think that unless the facts have been con- 
cealed from us Oatario is getting the worth of 
her money in the new Parliament buildings, 
and though Iam no friend of the Government 
1 think it is in poor taste and belonging to bad 
morals that a building so economically con- 
structed and so well adapted to the purpose for 
which it is designed, should not be commended 
to the public as an example of the honesty 
ani definiteness of purpose which have char- 
acterized the Hon, C, F. Fraser in his 
management of this important public work. 
If men are not praised for what they do well, 
orif at least there is no appreciation shown 
when they have done right, we can hardly 
expect those who serve us to doas they should. 
Of course ministers of the crown should 
always be honest, and effort should be made 
that every public building should be econo- 
mically and wisely erected. But such morals 
not always prevailing, partizanship should not 
prevent an acknowledgment that Mr. Fraser 
has been frugal almost to meanness, honest to 
a fault, in supervising that useful but architec. 
tural monstrosity in the Park. I feel, however, 
like putting in a saving clause, and that is that 
we shall never know really how the public 
money of Ontario has been expended until there 

isachange of government. I most sincerely 
distrust the majority of the Government. It 
has been so longin existence and isso care- 
fully organized that compared with the con- 
duct of the officials who represent the Govern- 
ment through the counties, the Parliament 
buildings job seems too honest altogether to 
be genuine. However, as we see it we must 
speak of it, and aside from his religio-political 
partizanship there is not a man in the Ontario 
Government in whose ability and integrity I 
have as much confidence asin that of Christo 
pber Finlay Fraser, and until he ceases to be a 
member of that Government the Reform 
party, and the Conservative party for that mat- 
ter, will never know how strong and upright 
a man he was, The office-seekers and 
favor-hunters of his own religious creed 
fear his uprightness more than that of all 
the other members of the Government put to- 
gether. Strange as it may seem, it is not to 
Mr, Fraser that Catholics go for comfort and 
appointments. He is larger than the sectarian- 
ism which seems to have kept him in place ; 
he is colder and more stern in his integrity 
than any of his much praised colleagues, and 
because of his integrity those of us who dis- 
agree with him in many things should occasion- 
ally go out of our way todo him honor. 

* * 

While interested in schemes necessary to our 
internal development, Canadians cannct lose 
sight of the negotiations now being conducted 
in Paris with regard tothe Behring Sea and 
the seal fisheries, in which we claim to have a 
share. In negotiations such as this the Uni- 
ted States has always used the most scandal- 
ously unfair means of accomplisning their ends; 
again they are exhibiting themselves asa na- 
tion of charlatans and cheats. It President 
Cleveland does not rebuke the men who have 
been using false translations in order to gain 
their purpose, I shall be surprised. Of one 
thing we may rest assured, the Canadian com- 
missioners are loaded to the muzz'e with facts 
and I think when the result is announced 
the Yankees will again admit that the Cana- 
dians are too sharp for them. It was only 
bafore Canada took an active part in these 
negotiations that our Yankee neighbors were 
able to fool Great Britain. I reckon that. now 
we are able to attend to our own business, and 


with the backing of Great Britain Brother 


Jonathan will be unable toring in any forged. 


maps or queer documents a la Ashburton 
treaty. In the light of this present business, 
does it not seem necessary to Canadians that 
they should have a consular service of their 
own? Great Britain intends to do right by us, 
but British officials do not know how to do our 
business, Is it not pretty nearly time that we 
attended toit ourselves? The cost might be 
considerable but the profit would be great. 
Don, 





April rst. 


** All fool's day” for 1893 is a dead letter and 
time alone can tell the changes that will be 
wrought before its 1894 anniversary. The ori- 
gin of universal fooling on this particular day 
of the year is shrouded in mystery, but of 
course as usual we find some—and these same 
people never lose an opportunity—who see, or 
pretend to see in this relic of past ages, a scrip- 
tural mockery, and as such put a very firm foot 


The Toronto Silver Plate Co. 





In purchasing at this well known establish- 
ment, buyers are dealing direct with producers, 
and not only effect a se ving of from 25 to 50 per 
cent in the cost, but also have the advantage 
of obtaining unique specialties, which cannot 
be had elsewhere, from stock, which in variety 
and importance, stands unrivailed in America. 





Miss Mills, who has her dressmaking parlors 
in the Dominion Chambers, has just returned 
after a ten days’ visit to New York. 





The Proper Thing. 


“What do you think of the dead languages 
by this time?” asked Dumsquizzle of his son, 
who had spent a term at college. 

“I think they ought to be buried,” replied 
the young man, 








Dainty 


upon the ancient custom, but that their 
number is on the wane is a_ mat- 
ter at which those amongst us who 


can enjoy a joke will rejoice. If a business 
life is worth the living surely we may have a 
little innocent amusement introduced into our 
daily routine at least once a year, and as long 
as this amusement does not cause any physi 
cal pain—there I draw a very broad line—no- 
body isthe worse, and in fact1am of opinion that 
such a custom tends towards breaking social 
restraint amonga given community. Among 
the many good jokes around town this year, 
Mr, Callaway’s cycle stands supreme, The Cana- 
dian Pacific Railway offices at 1 King street east 
were thronged with curious people during the 
forenoon of Saturday last, and all thought the 
“‘implement which played so important a part 
in the construction of the Transcontinental 
Line”—an _ innocent-looking wheelbarrow—a 
very fine joke. 1lsay all, but am sorry I must 
again make exception to this statement, for 
here once more the proverbial croaker makes 
his appearance. One man—shall I call him a 
man—was heard to say he ‘‘ would not travel 
over the C. P. R. lines again.” Well, perhaps 
he will not, but should his eye meet this, let 
me call his attention to the fact that every 
time he puts himself to any inconvenience in 
the matter of accommodation or connections 
to ride over a rival road he is making a per- 
petual fool of himself, and, if I may be allowed 
to use a vulgar but very forcible expression, 
will therefore “ be cutting off his nose to spite 
his face.” 

For my own part I am fully satisfied with the 
accommodation afforded me by the Canadian 
Pacific, for its rolling stock is the finest in the 
world, and after thiscompany have made such 
strenuous efforts to advertise Canada at the 
World's Fair I think it is the ‘‘duty” of 
every loyal Canadian to stand by the road, and 
in saying “Canada first” add a little rider to 
the effect that Canada and Canadian Pacific 
are one, for such in truth is the case, the 
destiny of the one is the destiny of the other. 

To return to my subject, 1893's April 1 will 
be marked on Toronto's local calendar as one 
of its red letter days, for every class of people 
visited 1 King street east then, and I met 
many people there I had not seen for months, 
To a foreigner this was a splendid opportunity 
to witness some of our national characteristics 
and I heard one remark that “‘we were a na- 
tion who could appreciate a joke,” so we may 
pride ourselves upon the absence of the 
“one idea” individual in our midst. 
For my own part I never laughed so heartiiy 
for a long time, but April 1, 1894, Mr. Callaway, 
you will have to try another scheme, but 
thanks all the same, sir, for this year’s laugh, 
a 


Putting On Airs 






























































It is never wise, as it is never kind, to “ put 
on airs,” and when those pers>ns who endeavor 
to clothe themselves in vast superiority come 
to grief itis seldom that they succeed in ob- 
taining any especial sympathy in their discom- 
fiture. A well known American artist was 
last summer sketching in the galleries of the 
Louvre in Paris. Being at work he had, of 
course, something of the appearance of being a 
habitus of the plage, and as such he was sever- 
al times addressed by the visitors. 

On one occasion he was approached by a 
couple of ladies, one of whom asked : 

**Can you tell us where to find the statue of 
Cupid, and ——” 

She paused, in the evident hope that he 
would help her out, but he had heard the name 
Psyche pronounced inso many ways that he 
was curious to see what would be made out of 
it now. The visitor, finding that he would not 
pronounce the name, turned appealingly to her 
companion, and the other lady said with much 
briskness : 

“Why, of course you know; the famous 
statue of Cupid—and the person who is with 
him” 

There was a very different air about the lady 
who one day haughtily said to the artist : 

** Will you be so kind as to direct me to the 
statue of Catherine de Medici ?” 

** The statue of Catherine de Medici?” he re- 
peated in some perplexity. ‘‘I don’t remember 
such astatue,” 

The smile of the visitor was more superior 
than ever as she replied : 

**Oh, it is one of the best known statues 
here. I supposed that any artist would know 
where it is to be found,” 

There was 8o much scorn in her accents as 
she pronounced the word “artist” that the 
gentleman was at once amused and annoyed. 

**T am an artis’,” he said, * but I cannot help 
you, unless it might be that you have made a 
mistake, and it is the Venus de Medici you are 
looking for.” 

The expression which came over the face of 
the superior questioner was both ludicrous and 
self-batraying. 

“ Why,” she stammered, “it was a Venus de 
Medici that I wanted, of course. Do you know 
where that is?’ 

**Oh, yes,” he answered, smiling, ‘‘any ar:ist 
can tell you that !"— Boston Courier, 


- 


No Terrors for Him, 

** Your money or your life!” said the high- 
Wayman, punctuating his demand with a 
cocked revolver, 

** Shoot if you want to,” replied Cossett, ‘I 
belong to the suicide club." 





Satin 

Stripes 
are in great favour for bed- 
room Pretty {bow 
knots of flowers and ribbons 


are scattered over the ground 
and the frieze and ceiling re- 


papers. 


peat the coloring of the 
walls in lighter tones. We 
have these designs from 25c. 
per roll up. 


Elliott & Son 


92 to 96 Bay St. 


TORONTO. 
Wallpapers 
Room Mouldings 
Stained Glass 
Wood Floors 


FRANK 
LINCOLN 


The R»nowned Eatertaiaer 


PAVILION MUSIC HALL 


Tuesday April 1 
KLEISERS’ STAR COURSE 


Pian now open at Nordheimer’s 


PRICES $'.00, 75:2, 650c, andj [25c. 


CHAS. E. BURNS 
STEAMSHIP AND TOURIST AGENCY 


FOR 


England, Irelaud, Scotlaed, the Continent and 
all parts of the Werid. <6 weal 


LOWEST RATES to West Indies, Florida, 
Georgia and all Southern States, 


April, May, Jane and Jaly Tours in Europe. 


Best hotel accommodation World's Fair, and 
all places in U. 8S. and Canada. 


For all information, call or address 
CHAS. E. BURNS, 77 Yonge St.. TORONTO 
"Phone 2400 (2ad door above King) 





PEMB®S®R’S HAIR STORE 
127 Wonge Sireet. 

Ladies desiring 
their hair Trimmed, 
Singed, Shampood, 
Dressed, will receive 
perfect satisfaction 
and Latest Styles at 
Pember’s, 127 Yonge 
Street, 

Bleaching and 
Dyinga specialty. 

A full line of (Hair 
@00ps) Bange, Waves, 
Wigs and Switches, 
made only from finest 
1st quality cut hair. 


A large assortment 
of Hair Osnaments in 
Latest Designs. 


Ww. T. PEMBER 


Telephone 2275 127 Wenge St. 


W. LAUDER & 60 


Successors to J. Eveleizh & Co. 


89 King Street West 


THE LEADING HOUSE FOR 


FINE TRUNKS 











TRAVELLING BAGS). 


All Kinds of Traveller's Reqaisites. 


Pocket Books 

Shopping Bags 

Dog Collars 

Repairing in all Branches 
eo 
and 
See 
Our EASTER Display 
of 
Cards and Booklets. 


JAS. BAIN & SON’S 


53 King Street East 


400 NIGHTS IN LONDON. 


‘SWEET 


SIMMERS SWEE 


THE COMING FLOWER 


ese old-time favorites has endeared 
them to thourands. Bat do you 
know the best novelties that have 
created such a furore of late? 
While retaining ali their simpli- 
city, these new types display rich 
and exq iisite coloring, with flowers 
of larger siz; and more graceful 
form. To still more widely popu- 
lariz3 this floral favorite, we have 
secured the product of several 
acres of Sweet Peas the past sea- 
fon, and harvested over half a ton 
(more than 1000 pounde) of the 
choicest seeds, enabling us to offer 
a collection of most beautiful Rare 
Novelties at a bargain 


FOR 25c, 


in cash or postage stamps we will 
mail one packet each of AL the 
following : 

DUCHESS OF EDINBURGH 
—Sweet, beautiful orange-scarlet 
flower, flushed crimson. 

MR8. GLADSTONE — Exqit- 
site soft and bright pink, with rosy 
blush wings; large and profuse 
flowers, 

QUEEN OF ENGLAND—Rosy 
piuk shaded heliotrope, a magni- 
fisent flower and of large siz . 

COUNTESS OF RADNOR— 
Delicate lavender and mauve; a 
really lovely variety. 


ECHFORD'S SURPASSING 
SWEET PEAS—This grand 
strain«f new Sweet Peas in mix- 
ture is unequaled. It includes not 
Oaly the best of Exhford’s novel- 








ties, but also many new set dlings not yet named and of surpassing baauty. 
Oar enormous stock, spec'ally grown, of Novelties described above, enables us to offer the complete collection, one 
packet of each postpaid to any address, FOR 25 CENTS. In addition we present “ Simmers’” New Catalogue for 1893 
with every order. Sand to-day 25 cents in cash or stamps fora sample collection. Everyone who ses this cffsr will 
wantone. We want to makes acq iaintance with every reader who hasa garden. You cainot do better than our offer 
of Sweet Peas above 
CE (TROSEMA GRANDIFLORA (Look at Me.)—An entirely new plant—a perfectly hardy perennial vine grow- 
iag trom 6 to 8 feet high, of rare and exq iisite beauty, Blooms early ion June ftom eeed sown in April and bears ia the 
greatest profu;ion inverted pea shaped flowers from 1} to 2} inches in diameter, and ranging in color from a rosy violet 
to a reddish purple with a broad feathered white marking through the center. The large bude and the back of the 
flowers are pure white, making it app2ar as if one plant bore many different colored flowers at onstime. It is one of 
the most original and striking Novelties offared tothe public in many years Price, 20 cents per Packet, 3 for 50 
cents, or 6 Packets for $1.00, Postpaid to any address 


ADDRESS ALL ORDERS TO 


J. A. SIMMERS, °° wszewenre s cnowere 


147, 149 aNp 151 KING STREET 
Headquarters for cleanest Seeds, Bulbs and Plants. 


PHOTOGRAPHIC 
OUTFITS 


You Can Take and Finish Hundreds 
of Photos with them. 


No. 1, $1.00 
No. 2, $2.00 


Oar No. 1 Bijou Camera outfit is a com- 
plete photographic outfit consisting of 
camera, trays, prioting frame, ruby light, 
book of instructions, six dry plates, mounts, 
and all chemicals necessary to develop and 
finish photos. Thousands of these have 
been sold in Canada, and we have yet to 
hear of a single complaint. 

We have had so many enquiries for a 
larger camera that we are now manufactur- 
ing a larger siz:, with extra fine lens, ac- 
curately focused, which takes a photo as 
large and perfect as any $25 instrument. 
This No. 2 outfit contains a strong, elegant tripod in addition to all the articles in No. 1 outfit. 

The instructions accompanying these cameras are so simple that a child can understand them and take successful 
photographs and, with care, results can be obtained ae satisfactory as with any of the expensive cameras. We supply 
extra chemicals at a trifling cost. These outfits and extra chemicals are for sale by all live dealers throughout Canada, 
or can be had from us direct. 


ATKINSON BROS., MANUFACTURERS, 50 and 52 Bay St., Toronto. 


GRAN OPERA 
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Come and Scream and Enjoy an Evening of Healthy, Honest, Unrestricted Fon 
MR. CHARLES FROHMAN’S LATEST COMEDY SUCOESS 


“GLORIANA ” 


‘A SKCOND JANE.” 
Presented by the Strongest Comedy Company in America 








250 NIGHTS IN NEW YORE. 
150 NIGHTS IN BOSTON. 100 NIGHTS IN OHIOCAGO. 
AN UNPARALLELED INSTANTANEOUS GIT. 


NO ADVANCE IN PRICES, $1.00, 76c.. 60c. 


SEATS NOW ON SALE AT BOX OFFICE. 


CHINA HALL 


(ESTABLISHED 1864) 


49 King St. East, Toronto 


AND 26c. 











For the Ball Room... 


For this and all other state occasions oc- 
curring in the evening a full dress suit is 
indispensible. To the casual observer there | 
are few perceptible variations in the conven- | 
tional evening dress of the period, but to the 
man of taste and style the gradations of | 


change from year to year are plainly dis- Decorating 
= 


cernible. For the past two or three seasons, | 
it may be noted, a radical change has been e 

made in the style and material used in the China 
making up of dress suits. . | 

Broadcloth and doe skin have absolutely | 
disappeared, and the rich, hard woven diag- | 
onals have given place to the rough finished | 
Cheviot and Venetian finished worsteds that } 
have been the universal rage in London and | 
New York, 

The present mode of the make up requires | 
that the lapels of the coat should be faced | 
with heavy black gros grain silk, but tailors | 
who consider fine points of fit line the body 
ot the coat with satin de chines, as the satin 
fits closer and firmer and the coat slips on 
easier. 

Such are the styles as furnished by 


Henry A. Taylor 
No. 1 Rossin House Block 


We have now in stock the 
finest collection of White China 
at prices that cannot fail to 
please. Examine our goods. 
New shapes all through. 

SPECIAL TERMS TO TEACHERS. 
Write for prices. 


| Lelie 
'GLOVER HARRISON ESTATE 
| 





IMPORTERS 
Telephone 466 
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"Varsity Chat. 


ERHAPS the most noticeable fea- 
ture of the farewell number of the 
’Varsity is the summer idyl en- 
titled One Night in a Ball Room, 
an amusing skit from the clever 
pen of Mr. G. A. H. Fraser, M.A., 
’°89, who is now occupied in imparting a classic 
culture to the youth of the State of Montana. 
Mr. Fraser begins his article with a strikingly 
appropriate quotation from Sophocles, which, 
however, as he was writing for the amusement 
of his fellow-students, he felt there was no 
necessity to translate. But evidently what 
begins most alluringly in the writer's memory 
and gives the sportive touch of a reminiscent 
romance to his whole account of the evenings 
pleasure, is the recollection of that sail home in 
the moonlight. That kind of thing is very 
pleasant, but it is dangerous, especially in 
view of certain “fine spun theories of 
the ancients,” which are apparently 
quoted as a personal justification. When 
the journal appears next year 
will be as follows: Editor, J. H. Brown, '94, ; 
business manager, K. D. W. McMillan ; assist- 
ant business manager, J. MacArthur; asso- 
ciate editors, fourth year, Miss Durand and 
Messrs. S. J. McLean, D. M. Duncan, B. A. C. 
Craig, H. P. Biggar, and W. M. Bo ultbee ; 
third year, J. L. Murray, J. A. Tucker, and W. 
J. Reeve; second year, A. J. Stringer, E. M. 
Lawson, D. McFayden, and P, J. Robinson ; 
School of Practical Science, J. S, Dobie. This 
array of talent certainly seems to promise that 
the literary tastes of the subscribers will be 
well catered to. They must bear in mind, how- 
ever. that this year’s management has set them 
a high standard of excellence, and if the repu- 
tation of the journal is not to be lowered their 
position will assuredly be no sinecure. Two 
more sub-editors, one of each sex, are yet to be 
chosen by 95. Victoria College and the School 
of Medicine will also be asked to send repre 
sentatives to the governing board. By steadily 
pursuing this policy of enlargement, the paper 
aims, and successfully aims, to live up_to its 
ideal of being ‘‘a jourral of literature, univer 
sity thought and events.” 


Mr. J. A. McLean, B.A.. 
ceived the appointment of fellow at Columbia 
College. Mr. McLean is to be particularly con- 
gratulated, as he was the successful candidate 
from a large number of applicants. 





has again re- 


When it is considered that our students are 
all of an age at which they should be in the 
prime of health and strength, the death roll 
this year has been a sadly large one. The 
latest addition toitis the name of Mr. James 
Landsborough, an undergraduate of the Uni- 
versity, of Knox College. Last October 
he went to South Carolina, in the hope of bene- 
fiting his health, but finding himself growing 
worse he returned to his home at Seaforth, 
where he died. He was an able student and a 
man of kindly, genial disposition, and when 
the news of his death reached his former com- 
panions the expressions of regret were univer- 
sal. 


Mr. G. H. Ling, of the class of 93, has been 
offered a fellowship in mathematics at Colum- 
bia University, New York. He will join the 


exodus in October. 
7 


The elections in the Mathematical and Physi- 
cal Society resulted in the election of the fol- 
lowing officers: President, Mr. A. T. DeLury, 
B.A. ; first vice-president, Mr. J.J. Brown, ‘94; 
second vice-president, Miss M. L Robertson, 94; 
secretary, Mr. F. A. Saunders ; corresponding 
secretary, Mr. G. W. Raundler; fourth year 
councillor, Mr. D. S. McLennan; third year 
councillor, Mr. D. J. Rusk ; second year council- 
lor, Mr. A. L. McLeish. 

. 

‘**K” company, it appears, is not to be al- 
lowed to die. An active canvass among its 
members has resulted in inducing no less than 
sixteen privates, one sergeant, and two lieu- 
tenants of the old Varsity boys to remain on 
the roll and many more have promised to join 
as soon as they have disposed of the incubus of 
the annual examinations. A special recruit 
class is now taking extra drill with a view to 
getting into shape for the outing on May 24, 
Mr. W. A. Scott of Wycliffe College has quali 
fied and been appointed a sergeant, while Mr, 
W. A. Gilmour, 93, has been promo‘ed to a 


lieutenancy. 
. 


Two hundred and forty ex-students presented 
themselves for examination this yearin medi 
cine. Before the application of Toronto Medi- 
cal College, the average number of candidates 
was twelve or fourteen. This enormous change 
certainly indicates a growing appreciation of 
the scientific advantages which the Provincial 
institution can offer. 


The examinations for LU. B. begin on April 24 
and the blackboard in the corridor js now orna 
mented with Registrar Brebner's intimation 
that he is prepared to receive applications, 
The comparative disfavor with which this 
course is regarded shows no signs of abating. 
Students who have taken sheir B.A. in the 
department cf Political Science may now 
obtain their LL.B. by one year's further study, 
while those who have been graduated in any 
other department are compelled to take three 
extra years if they wish to obtain a degree in 
law. This unfair discrimination has driven 
many ' Varsity men to take their law courses at 
Queen’s, and this tendency to estrangement 
from their alma mater appears to be on the 
increase. 


The Athletic Association has chosen Mr. J, 
D. Webster as president, Mr. D. M. Duncan, 
vice-president, and Mr. J. C. Breckenridge, 
secretary. 


As soon as the lawn is sufficiently dry the 
Cricket Club will begin practicing. The follow- 
ing schedule of matches has already been 


arranged : May 25, East Toronto; May 27, 
Parkdale ; May 30, Upper Canada College ; 
May 31, Rosedale ; June 2, Hamilton; June 3, 


Ridley College ; June 5 and 6, Trinity Univer. 
sity ; June 8,Galt. The greatest of these fix- 
tures is, of course, the contest with Trinity. 
The club expects to muster an unusually 


strong combination this spring and have great 
hopes of making a breakin the somewhat 
monotonous series of defeate which of late 


its staff 
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The Origin of a New Species. 








Visitor—But who is that burly individual standing there? 


Brakeman—Oh, that’s Brute Brady! The 


Master if the strike fails.— Puck. 





years have been inflicted upon them by the 
students from the sister university. 
* 

Serious difficulties have arisen in the manage- 
ment of the Association Football Club. Some 
time ago Messrs. D. M. Duncan and W. E. 
Lingelbach were chosen as president and 
captain respectively. Rumors were circulated 
to the effect that these gentlemen had secured 
their election by unfair means, and they forth- 
with resigned. This action brought things to 
a crisis, as it was evident that unless good feel- 
ing was restored the efficiency of the club 
would be seriously impaired. A meeting was 
held and Messrs. Duncan and Lingelbach were 
unanimously urged to retain their positions. 
This, however, they declined to do, 
and a new election was held, This time 
Mr. W. Macdonald secured the presidency, 
while Mr. W. E. Lingelbach was again named 
as captain. A good deal of ill-will has been 
stirred up by the affair, and some time will 
have to elapse before the boys will again be 
able to live together in harmony. Messrs, 
Burns and Hendry will represent the club at 
the city meeting for scheduling next season’s 


arrive from Akron, Ohio, the gymnasium will 
be formally opened. The total length of the 
building is one hundred and sixty feet, by 
fifty-four feet in breadth. The running track 
is twenty laps tothe mile and surrounds the 
large room, about; ten feet from the floor. The 
swimming tank is forty-eight feet long by 
eighteen feet wide, is made of solid cement and 
varies in depth from seven to four and a half 


feet. The two bowling alleys are each sixty- 


matches, . 

As soon as the fittings for the large room 
five feet in length. Two hundred lockers are 
being put in and space is left for as many more, 
The building faces the new athletic grounds, 
which are expected to be fenced in and a grand 
stand erected thereon by October 1. A cinder 
path will surround the new grounds, a portion 
of which will be laid out for lawn tennis. As 
the senate has been graciously pleased to 
intimate that an entrance fee may be charged 
for games, all the athletic organizations 
expect that the coming season will enable them 
to place themselves on a sound financial basis. 
The formal opening of the gymnasium will be 
signalized by a bowling match between 
President Loudon and Professor Baker. 

* 

The Rugby Football Club has decided to enter 
three teams in the Ontario Rugby Union next 
fall: one in the senior, one in the intermediate, 
and one in the junior series. Messrs, A. L, 
McAllister and K, D. McMillan have been ap- 
pointed to make arrangements as to the club's 
share of the gate receipts at the new grounds, 

. 

The Baseball Club will inaugurate its annual | 
tour with two games at London, Ont., on May 
24. During their trip they will visit Burling- 
ton, Vt.: Rochester, N.Y.; Ithaca, N.Y., the 
abode of Cornell University; Niagara, N. Y. ; 
Detroit, Mich., and several other cities in 
Michigan and Wisconsin. They will return by 
way of Chicago, where they will constitute one 
of the chief features of the Canadian ¢ xhibit. 
The boys are rapidly getting into trim, and 
some practice has already been done. Regular 
outdoor work will commence as soon as the 
weather is warm enough to make it possible to 
hold a ball. 


The Lacrosse Club has decided to cross the 
line this spring and exhibit their prowess 
amidst the haunts of the aborigine and the 
mugwump. Their echedule is not yet filled, | 
replies having in fact been received from none 
but Cornell and Lehigh, but the secretary ex 
pects that the tour will comprise at least a 


dozen games, 
* 


Our bright little college weekly, the ’Varsity, 





** She is very Hie Church, isn’t she ?” 
** Why, she 


How is This For High ? 


ws her head whenever the young rector’s name is mentioned.”"—Li‘e. 


men have him around to punch the Grand 


has issued its last number for the current 
academic year. Chief among the editorial 
comments which appear on its first page is one 
devoted to the humble compiler of this column 
of corridor gossip. To have incurred the in- 
differently expressed censure of the able editor, 
is, 1 feel, to have been stricken witha grave 
misfortune. From his infelicitous collection 
of words I gather that the editor imagines the 
strictures to which he refers were of a personal 
character. I can, however, assure him that 
nothing of such a nature was intended, and I 
regret if he has incurred any annoyance be- 
cause of the paragraph. ADAM RvurFfvus. 


-—> > ——_—— 


Queen’s College. 











Good Friday passed off very quietly. Most 
of the students looked upon the release from 
lectures only as an opportunity for ‘‘ plugging” 
athome. A holiday within ten days of the ex- 
aminationsis scarcely a holiday at all to most of 
us, but we are all living in lively anticipation 
of the day when the exams. will be a thing of 
the past, whether they be a thing of the passed 
or not. a 


Even the “Meds.” failed to make things 
lively on the holiday, for though they had 
finished their written exams, the night before, 
the ovals were still before them. These, how- 
ever, are now over, and nearly all those who 
are not trying the Council examinations 
have left forhome. We trust that they may all 
be spared to return next fall to the sheltering 
wing of their alma mater, there to continue 
with unabated zeal their devotion to A®scu- 


lapius. 


Mr. R. J. L. Kyle, a medical student of ‘95, 
was summoned home by a telegram announc- 
ing the death of his father, and had to leave be- 
fore completing his examinations. Mr. Kyle is 
one of our most genial as well as hard-working 
students, and he has the sympathy of all his 
fellow students in his misfortune. 

The annual meeting of the Arts Society was 
held on March 28. The chief duty of this soci- 
ety is to collect from the students the money 
necessary for carrying on the work of the vari- 
ous athletic clubs, and for the maintenance of 
the reading-room. This society has suppressed 
the subscription list fiend who made the lives 
of the students miserable a few years ago. The 
treasurer's report showed that all the art stu- 
dents but nine had paid their annual fee of 
$1.25. There is on hand a surplus of sixty dol- 
lars, but half of this amount will be spent in 
effecting some improvements in the reading- 
room during the approaching vacation. 

* 


Apropos of the foregoing, we might state 
that the curators of the reading-room for next 
year have already been appointed by the Alma 


| Mater Society. The following were appointed: 


W. W. Peck, W. L. Grant, E. Peacock, J. S. 
Shortt, J. McC. Kellock, D. McG, Gandier, J. 
R. Coun, T. Playfair, and the Postmaster for 
next session. The appointments were made 
thus early in order that the curators might 
arrange to have the magazines and other peri- 
odicals on hand when the session begins in 
October. 


* 

The Sunday afternoon address on March 26 
was delivered by Rev. Dr. Gracey of Rochester, 
who came on the invitation of our Missionary 
Scciety to speak on some missionary topic. 


‘Dr. Gracey summed up the great principles 


that lie at the base of all the great pagan re- 
ligious systems, such as belief in one supreme 
God, and in a Trinity, and then went onto 


| show how Christianity was adapted to the 


needs of the whole race, and how it must be 
accepted when once the nations of the earth 


come to understand it. 
* 


The morning session attended strictly to 








BEST FOR 
WASH DAY. 








BEsT FOR 
* EVERY Day. 





business at its regular meeting on April 1, and 
several important matters were disposed of. 
A report was adopted recommending a 
change in the relations of the various 
athletic organizations to the society which 
will, it is hoped, prove very beneficial to all 
branches of college sport. A correct voters’ list 
ofthe society containing the namés of nearly 
twenty-five hundred graduates and students 
was presented by Mr. Best, chairman of the 
committee that compiled it. The athletic com- 
mittee for next year was appointed, Mr. J. 
McD. Mowat being re-appointed as secretary. 
The new journal staff was elected also and a 
resolution carried to increase the size of the 
journal by four pages. The following staff 
will be in charge next session : Editor-in-chief, 
W. W. Peck; assistant editor, G. Gandier; 
managing editor, J. S. Shortt; business 
manager, A. Mitchell; assistant business 
manager, C. E. Was n. 
Rep, BLUE AND YELLow. 





Full of Rattlesnakes. 


Prof. William Watts, assistant in the field 
for the State Mining Bureau, recently had an 
experience in Colusa county that made his hair 
stand onend. 

‘I went to Colusa county to examine a quick- 
silver mine, in company with another gentle- 
man,” he said, ‘‘and after a ride of a few miles 
into the mountains we reached our destination. 
The mine had been partially developed by a 
tunnel run in about one hundred and fifty feet, 
but work had been abandoned many months 
before. . 

‘“We had proceeded but a few feet into the 
inky darkness of the tunnel when I, being in 
the lead, struck a match to light acandle. No 
sooner had the light flared up than I heard 
the warning of a rattlesnake and saw a big 
fellow coiled up at my feet ready to strike, 
while further on I saw numerous other 
squirming reptiles. The match dropped from 
my hand as I jumped backward several feet. 

“Bzzt! Bz-z-t! 

“Another snake sprung bis rattle. I had 
landed directly upon the second snake and felt 
it wriggling under my feet. 

‘* Bz-zt, bzz-t! rattled another from the 
tunnel side just by my face, and the whole 
place seemed alive with the horrible things. 
The din created by their incessant, angry rat 
tling was frightful. We got out all right, but 
were badly scared. Later a party was formed 





to exterminate the big nest of snakes, and 
large numbers of them were killed. The un- 
used tunnel was just the place for them to 
spend the winter months comfortably.” 

Prof. Watts kills rattlesnakes with his long- 
handled geological hammer, but says that 
when he strikes a tunnel full of them nothing 
short of a Gatling gun is of any use whatever. 
—San Francisco Examiner. 
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. The Vagaries of Love. 
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which was to alter the printed programme 
it was 


By getting 
in with one of the printers’ boys you man- 
aged to carry destruction into the camp of the 
The programme was to have 


—or rather, alter the type before 
printed—and alter it you did. 


Pailistines, 
read : 
A1dress by Sir Abel B.ardy, the Apostle of Freedom of the 
press and rights of the laboring clagses. 
God save the Q 1¢en. 


and the way it appeared on the programme 


was : 
Address by Sir Abel Hardy, the Apostle, eto 
God save the Audience. 
Dion had changed one little word.’ ‘ 

‘ "No, he didn’t,’ I replied rudely, and a trifle 
excitedly, as the scene stood vividly before my 
mind’s eye. ‘Dion suggested it and enticed the 
compositor into the next room, whilst I did the 
deed, andI remember that it wasso dark I 
could hardly see to do it, for the hour was late 
in the afternoon ; but at length it was altered, 
and we both stood by and watched the press- 
man run them off—they had already taken a 
proof, and thought it was all right—and then 
accompanied the boy to the town hall and 
watched him distribute them through the 
seats. We didn’t go to the meeting that night. 
We thought it safer not; but (you must re- 
member Dion) what a rumpus there was. Sir 
Abel couldn’t get a hearing for jeers, hisses, 
and cat-calls, and next day a certain Colonel 
Potter was charged with the crime, and in 
spite of his eloquent protestations of innocence 
was nearly run out of town, whilst we, the 
hardened criminals, kept mum, and to this 
day I don't believe it is generally known who 
did it.’ 

*** What terrible boys you were,’ laughed 
Lena, as I stopped, breathless. ‘I wonder,’ 
looking me over carefully, ‘if you have sobered 
down now—I don't think you have,’ and she 
shook her head, the reflection not seeming to 
give her much cause for anxiety; rather the 
reverse, I fancied, for she gave a deep sigh ot 
intense relief, and enquired about you, Dion.” 

‘* Bless the little angel,” quoth Dion. ‘‘ How 
I would like to see her again.” 

** Well,” continued Herbert, “ I told her that 
Dion had his bete noire, like the majority of 
p2ople in this mundane sphere, and the bogey 
in this instance was the aforementioned 
Captain Terryberry, ‘For, as you know, L2na,’ 
I said, ‘ Dion is very much in love with cousin 
Rosie Varley, and I don’t wonderat him, I 
would fall in love with her myself, if——’ 

““* Oh, would you?’ broke ia my fair listener, 
with apparent interest. ‘Why don’t you, 
Herbert ?’ 

**T turned and looked at her doubtfully—she 
was gazing straight before her at some cattle 
in the m2adows across the river, I imagined 
with disgust. 

““*T was going to say,’ I resumed, looking 
reproachfully at her, with just a tinge of petu- 
lance in my voice, ‘that I would fallin love 
with Rosie Varley myself, if my taste didn’t 
run in another direction,’ and as I gazed into 
those liquid eyes, my own softened again. 

“*Yes, certainly,’ Lenaremarked cheerfally. ‘It 
is quite natural for you to look upon Rosie with 
perfect indifference if your taste leads you else- 
waere.’ O21, the waywardness of woman, that 
surpasseth knowledge. 

***My taste has led me elsewhere, and the 
object of my regard does not live a hundred 
miles from this spot,’ I said. 

***No—o—9? Bat I wouldn't know her if she 
lives that far away. I know very few people 
outside of the county.’ 

‘*My ire was visibly rising ‘I shoulda’t 
wonder if you did not know her. Some people 
do not know themselves half the time, I re- 
marked rudely. 

‘'*That’s very true,’ answered Lena, while 
her eyes grew big like s.ucers. ‘I told you I 
was not sure of ee. and was that way 
often—very often—I'm that way now, I be- 
lieve,’ and she looked at me interrogatively, as 
though as to the advisability of seeing a physi- 
cian at once. 

** You know se well whom I mean,’ I 
said, with heighteningcolor. ‘Itis yourself, 
Lena.’ 

***T?" she said, with the nearest approach to 
genuine surprise that Iever witnessed. ‘Surely 
not ; but how angry you look, derbert. I don't 
think I like angry poe and she made a 
little gcimace. *And there is the first ball 
fo: dinner; I must run and dress,’ and as we 
were now nearing the house, she sped up the 
graveled walk and was gone. 

‘I mustconfess thatifor a period of seventeen 
minutes the air in my vicinity was blue— 
more sulphurous than etherea!, and I pro- 
verbially kicked myself, then I stopped, and 
started away on the other tack. 

“*Darling girl,’ I mused, as I betook myself 
to dress for dinner. ‘I believe I like her all 
the better for her little ebuliitions of temper, 
and I know I am an ass to doubt her love for 
m3 for one moment. She said she loved no 
one else, and I guessI stand about as good a 
chance as theSnext man,’ and I walked up toa 
mirror in my bed-room and surveyed my face 
and form with aconcaited display of the liveli- 
est satisfaction. 

** Well, tocut along story short, it did not 
take three months to convince both Lona and 
myself that, as friends, we might possibly 
agcee to disagree on most subjects; but, as a 
married pair we would not have b;en a bril- 
liant succsss. To tell you the truth, ladies and 
gentlemen, I am never done thanking my stars 
—and my cousin—that that cousineventually 
married Charlie Fenwick instead of me, for in 
the latter event there would have bzen minia- 
ture European war clouds in the airall the 
time, accompanied by sundry stove lids and 
other domestic utensils that happened to be 
lying round handy. 

“Stace that time I have been timorous of mak- 
ing any further matrimonial ventures, and just 
content myself with loving all women, ba they 
married or single, as one would admire an oil 
printing at adistance, I find it saves a heap 
of troub'e.” 

As Herbert finished, Mabel Swinton, who 
understood the rara avis much better than the 
rest of us, placed one hand gently on his arm 
and said in a low voice—there were tears io 
her eyes while she spoke : = 
* “ Herbert, I believe you love that girl still. 

‘*No, I don’t, my dear Mabel. Way should 
I?” he replied ; but his voice was a trifle un- 
steady, and he looked another way. ‘ But 
what does it matter now? She is happy and— 
and so am I,” and he lauahed with his accus- 
tomed gaiety, and then jumping up, said dra- 
matically, as he stretched his rig t arm to 
wards the darkening waters of Lake Oatario : 

** Fare thee well, most beauteous lake, bright 
gem amid that brilliant aqueous chain that has 
ite being in the land of Franklin, Nares, Kane 
—that far north land toward the northern sea. 
Hare's a health, a soulful health tothee. Be- 
come not peavish, captious, frantic, as thou 
hasteneth on to pon the broad Atlantic. Fiow 
on ; calm and placid, ne'er cease to be, as thou 
roliest on to join the deep blue sea, Free! 
Free! Free! Sleep on, thou lucid, limpid 
water, sleep! Sleep on until the rising sun 
doth peep from ouf thy heaving breast, and 
yinds thee peaceful still, and still at rest-—— 

Bat I'm going to bed; who’s coming? 

“Tam,” chorused everyone, and we entered 
the house. 




















TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Saved by Lightning. 


The effect of the electrical phenomenon on 
the nerves of finely strung individuals is not 
unlike that communicated by a sudden and 
severe fright when the controlling power of the 
brain seems entirely cut off from action. In 
persons of stronger nerves the effect is not so 
great, unless at some former period the ner- 
vous system has been severely shocked, and 
even stunned, by the force of an electric cur- 
rent. No person has had more frequent de- 
monstration of this fact than myself. 

I am strong and robust by nature and would 
scorn the idea of being nervous, I have several 
times been placed in p2culiarly dangerous po- 
sitions, where considerable nerve and pluck 
were required for the right performance of my 
duty, and on all such occasions I have acquitted 
myself to the satisfaction of all my friends. 
But brave and stout as I am inthe face of most 
dangers, Iam weak and helpless in a heavy 
thunder storm, 

Since a certain meriorabie night in 1883 I 
have been absurdly susceptible to the influence 
of electricity in any form, and it is an easy 
matter for me to predict arising storm long 
before it has come up by the condition of the 
atmosphere and the effect it has upon my 
nerves, 

I was telegraph operator at a small way 
station on a northern railway. My duties con- 
sisted of signaling the trains that passed by 
my door, selling tickets and acting as telegraph 
operator. 

These combined duties kept me busy, and as 
there was scarcely a house within two miles of 
the station the quietness of the place would 
have been unbearable had I been at leisure to 
notic3 it. But when my work was finished, 
late in the afternoon, I always found a short 
time to devote to reading bafore the evening 
express came in, and this was soon looked for- 
ward to with genuine delight by me as a relief 
from my other duties. 

The express was not always up to time, and 
I frequently found myself waiting until eight 
o'clock before she arrived, reading, walking, 
and otherwise passing the time as pleasantly 
as possible. 

I was engaged in the former occupation 
rather earlier than usual one warm, sultry 
afternoon in August. 

The weather had been so excessively hot that 
I had been compelled to lay aside all sup2r- 
fluous garments and to do my work in my 
shirt sleeves, It was just such a day as always 
closes with a heavy thunder storm. 

About five o’clock the atmosphere began to 
change. A few clouds appeared upon the 
western horizon, and the sound of distant 
thunder could be faintly heard. 

A gentle breeze swayed the pines and rustled 
the green leaves of the tall oaks. I thought at 
the time that it had a mournful, ominous 
sound, and as the distant cry of «loon fell 
upon my ear an unaccountable shiver ran 
through me. 

I laughed at my own fears and arose from my 
feet to dispel all gloomy forebodings, and be- 
gan to lock up things around the freight-house 
before the storm was upon ms. When this 
was finished I returned to my seat and watched 
the clouds scud across the now dark heavens. 

In alittle wh'le the rain began to descend in 
torrents, pattering upon the roof of the station 
house like leaden bullets. The thunder pealed 
out with heavy reverberation, and the light- 
niog was fairly blinding. 

I closed up my instrument in the office and 
did not approach it again until the storm had 
passed. To have tampered with it in such a 
tempest would have been folly. The lightning, 
as it was, played with the wire and the keys in 
an unpleasant manner, and made me move 
farther away from it. 

For half an hour the storm continued with 
unabated fury, and all along the track little 
rivers of rain water were surging and rushing. 
The afternoon had grown suddenly dark and 
it was impossible to discarn an object twenty 
yards off. ; 

Tne u3ual time for the arrival of the evening 
express had passed, and stil! no indication of 
her coming had been received. This did not 
seem strange to me, as there was some danger 
of the track being washed out at different 
crossings, and it was probable that some delay 
would b3 caused. 

I felt the lonesomeness of my position ex- 
tremely that night. When I glanced out of 
the window into the murky darkness and 
heard the fitful rush of the wind through the 
pines and tremble at the heavy crash of the 
thunder, I was forced to admit that I did not 
enj>»y the situation. 

Twice I went out on the platform to see if I 
could hear anything of the coming train, but 
on each occasion I was met with such a blast 
of wind and rain that I was only too glad to 
seck the shelter of the house again. 

When the small office clock struck nine I 
could stand it no longer, but donning my cloth 
cap and coat I opened the door to sally forth 
again. As I did sothe shrill shriek of a wo- 
man greeted my astonished ears, 

At first I concluded that !t was the work of 
the wind, but a second time the cry rose above 
the storm, clear and distinct. There was no 
mistaking the sound. It was the cry ofa wo- 
man in distress, and came out of the storm not 
far distant. 

I started along the platform with an answer- 
ing shout and had not gone far before I en 
counterel a woman staggering along the 
track. 

“What's the matter?” I enquired in as loud 
a voice as I could command, 

“For heaven's sake, come quick!” she 
shrieked wildly. ‘‘Come quick! The train 
has run off the line! All are lost—my hus- 
band—my child—dead--dead |” 

The horrible situation flashed over my be- 
wildered senses in a moment. Just around 
the curve was a deep crossing, and the rain 
must have washed down the embankment in 
time to wreck tho evening express. ‘This 
woman was the only one saved, and she had 
managed to crawl up to the station for assist- 
ance, 

I helped the woman upon to the platform, 
and told her to hurry into the station house 
and wait until my return. Then, with lantern 
in hand, I started on a run toward the scene of 
the disaster. It was barely a quarter of a mile 
to the crossing, but it seemed ages to me bo- 
fore I reached it. 

































All was quiet ; not a moan nor shriek of any 
kind could be heard, The storm still raged 
around, I looked down the embankment, ex- 
p2cting to see a heap of broken, twisted iron 


mixed up with the dead and dying passengers, 


I then examined the crossing and found the 
A small slip had been 
caused by a large current of water, but every- 
thing—so far as I could see—was in perfect 


line in good condition. 


order, 


What could it all mean? Andin an agony of 


fear and dread I stood still and thought. In 
my excitement I had not asked the woman 
where the accident had happened, but took it 
for granted that it was at the crossing. 

It might be half a mile farther on, or it 
might be a mile or more, I reasoned. But, at 
all events, it would be better to return to the 
Station and get the right place from the 
woman’s own lips. Sol turned my face in the 
direction of the station once more and began 
running with all my strength. 

As I hurried alongI glanced occasionally at 
the line to see if it was in good condition. 
When I reached the new switch, which was 
used for siding trains, I suddenly stopped. The 
switch was turned. I could not believe it pos- 
sible that I had been so careless as to leave it 
in such a condition. If the express should 
come along when it was turned, nothing could 
save her from being dashed down a steep 
embankment, 

While I was still wondering at the strange 
condition of things I heard the long, shrill 
shriek of the belated and, as I supposed, 
wrecked express. The next moment the head- 
light of the engine rushed in sight around the 
curve and made a long path of light along the 
line, 

There was evidently no accident, but there 
would b2 one in a few moments if the switch 
was not turned back. 

This could be done in one way only—by 
reaching the station before the train reached 
the switch, and turning the heavy lever that 
connected the two. Could I do it? I started 
for the station on a dead run, 

I do not know how I reached it. I was dimly 
conscious of running blindly through the dark- 
ness, stumbling against the rails, and finally 
leaping upon the platform, seizing the iron 
lever desperately in both hands, 

I heard the heavy bolts fly into their sockets, 
and then, before I could key it, the heavy 
wheels rumbled over the switch. It seemed 
fora moment that the heavy pressure would 
jerk the lever out of my hands, but I clung to 
it tenaciously, and finally the last wheel rum- 
bled over the fatal place. 

The evening express did not usually stop at 
the station, but merely slowed up to see if 
there were any passengers. But before I could 
recover from my excitement the long line of 
black carriages were brought to a standstill 
and the guard was hurrying toward me. 

** Jim,” he said, ‘‘ take this package and lock 
it up securely in the safe until called for. Be 
very careful of it, for it is something valuable. 
I will explain later.” 

Then, without waiting for areply, he shoved 
a small, heavy parcel into my hands, blew his 
whistle and leaped upon the train. 

The next moment the long line of carriages 
was swiftly flying southward, and I was once 
more alone. 

By this time I felt so thoroughly exhausted by 
the excitement and strain upon my nerves 
that I reeled into the station like a drunken 
man. 

I dropped into a chair, completely bewildered. 
The parcel lay before me, but I took no notice 
of it, my thoughts being busy with the strange 
events of the evening. 

There were no signs of the woman who had 
started me off to find the wrecked train. In 
fact, I felt too tired to search forher. She had 
sent me ona wild goose chase and came near 
causing the death of-many people, and to my 
mind she seemed to deserve punishment little 
short of death. 

The storm was still raging without. The 
thunder shook the station to its foundation, 
and the wind helped to make it seem like a 
cradle rocked with invisible hands. 

I remained seated in my chair, staring blank- 
ly at the wall for probably ten minutes, A 
thousand thoughts and conjectures flashed 
through my brain during that time, and then, 
as linvoluntarily turned my head, I started 
back with a nervous jump. In the doorway 
stood the woman who had told me about the 


accident. 
**Good heavens!” I cried, ‘‘ what is the mean- 


ing of this?” 

She smiled, showing her white teeth. 

‘‘The meaning of what ?” she asked in the 
quietest manner possible. 

I jumped from my chair. 

“Of what?’ I shouted. ‘ Of telling me that 
the express had jumped the track—that your 
husband and child were dead, That’s what, 
madam.” 

She laughed softly. 

‘*That was a ruse to get you to leave the 
station,” she replied. ‘‘ You are such a home 
body that I couldn’t get you to go out in the 
storm unless I resorted to a trick, But you 
came near defeating my purpose, after all. 
You turned that switch back in its proper 
place just in the nick of time.” 

* Yes, and you turned it wrong in the first 
place, didn’t you ?” 

*“ Yes, I did.” 

** You she-fiend!” I cried, as I gazed on her 
in utter abhorrence. 

‘Don't call me hard names, It makes me 
think that you fon’t appreciate my company, 
and I'm so sensitive !” 

“Do you know what would have happened 
if I had not turned that switch into its proper 
position ?” 

Another light laugh. 

‘Oh, yes, I know,” said she, 

**T don’t think you do,” 

** You want to draw me out, I see. Man, if 
you hado’t righted that switch a dozen or more 
mortals would have been hurled into eternity, 
and you would be tried for murder. I had no 
grudge against you and should have preferred 
to have the train wrecked near the crossing, 
but as that couldn't be I thought to throw her 
off near the switch. But you saved her and 
came near balking my plans, That stupid 
guard, who imagines himself so clever, 
arranged everything so nicely that he will be 
surprised to-morrow when you tell him the 


| whole story.” 


** Are you crazy?” I asked. 


























at this moment!” 


like to know.” 
“I will enlighten you. 


let you keep for him?” 


sinister look. 
‘** Well, what of i¢?” I asked. 


tween £5,000 and £10,000.” 
‘* Indeed,” I said contemptuously. 


concluded to stop it. 


money, 
but not the parcel, 


demur.” 


both hands, 

‘‘Never!” I shouted, 
safe, and I warn you to get out before I pitch 
you out,” 


“‘what pluck! Ididn’t think you would make 
such a fight over mere money. But this will 
bring you to your senses.” 

Throwing back the cloak which enveloped 
her small form, she stood before me a wiry- 
looking man, with piercing dark eyes. In the 
right hand the jeweled pistol glistened in the 
lamplight, and the hand that held it was as 
cool and steady as possible. I glanced into the 
small barrel of the pretty plaything and shud- 
dered. 

“You needn't be frightened,” continued my 
strange visitor in the same easy tones, ‘I 
don’t care to commit murder if I can help it, 
but don't drive me to desperation.” 

At this I recovered my self-possession and 
began to think of a way to get near enough to 
grapple with this desperate villain. In such 
an encounter I knew I could easily handle 
him. A sudden heavy blast of wind, followed 
by a blinding flash of lightning, fairly stunned 
us for a moment. 

‘*That was a terrible flash,” I said, noticing 
that my companion slightly paled. ‘‘ You are 
not afraid of thunder, are you?” 

He recovered himself in a moment. 

“Afraid? No, you idiot!” he replied. ‘‘ But 
give me that money or I'll send a bullet through 
your head.” 

**One moment !” I cried. 

* Not a——” 

The sentence was never finished. There was 
a peal of thunder that seemed to rend the 
heavens in twain, and a brilliant streak of fire 
flashed between us. I felt the building tremble, 
heard a confused murmur of strange noises— 
and then a blank. 

When I awoke to consciousness daylight was 
just breaking in the east. The sky was clear 
ason a summer morning, and the fields and 
woods were vocal with the songs of birds. But 


in my office everything was changed. At my 
feet lay the stranger of the previous night, 
with a little dark spot near his left temple. 
The heavy timbers of the station were burned 
and cracked, and my papers were scattered all 
about. The work of the thunderbolt had been 
effective, but on the table lay the money un- 
touched. 

When the guard came I handed him the 
property. The stranger was identified as a 
notorious thief, and I was duly rewarded by 
the company for my work in saving the money, 
But since that terrible shock a thunderstorm 
has been to me the most undesirable thing on 
the face of the earth.—True Flag. 





Tourist Agent Charles E. Burns of 77 Yonge 
street reports the following passengers booked 
for Europe: Mr. R. K. Cathcart, Miss Cathcart, 
Mr. E. J. Robinson, Mrs. Brooks and son, Mr, 
Richard Luck, and Messrs. W. S. McMahon 
and W. J. Hewitt for St. Augustine, Florida, 


The 
Engagement 


Ring 
calls for considerable 
thought in its purchase. 
[t's somethinga man doesn’t 
buy every day and isn't 
used to. 

It stands as the seal of a 
pledge for all time—unless 
of course the fair recipient 
should see fit to return it. 
If you would like to see 
something really beautiful 
in the line of such rings— 
something that for all time 
you can look at with pleas- 
urr —a thing of beauty is a 
ioy forever, you know—-we 
would invite you to inspect 
our stock of diamonds, 
pearls, rubies, opals, emer- 
alds, sapphires, turquoise, 
&c. Set singly and in 
combination. 


Ryrie Bros. 
JEWELERS 
Cor. Yonge & Adelaide Sts. 


Our value cannot be 
touched elsewhere be 
cause we select them 
personally from the 











cutters in Europe. 





“Pray what are you driving at, then? I'd 


You see that little 
parcel onthe table which your friend, the guard, 


I laid my hand on the parcel and gave her a 


“It contains a sum of money anywhere be- 


“Yes. It was sent to Edinburgh to day, and 
as two or three of us got wind of the affair we 
By some strange mis- 
take on our part the guard heard of our little 
plan at the other end of the road, and so to 
balk us he left it here with you. At the same 
time I concluded to play a double game and get 
the whole treasure for myself. For that pur- 
pose I called you out and turned the switch in 
order to wreck the train and so get hold of the 
You interfered and saved the train, 
It is now in your hands, 
and I will ask you to hand it over without 


She made one step toward the desk, but I 
leaped toward it and grasped the parcel in 


“This goes into the 


‘Ha, ha, ha, ha!” she laughed derisively ; 
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DENTISTRY. 


DR McLAUGHLIN, Dentist 
Cor. College and Yonge Streets. Tel. 4203 
& Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 


N. PEARSON DR. C. H. BOSANKO 
Dentists 


“No, my dear. i never was saner than Iam 











Rooms No. 45 King Street West 
OVER HOOPER’S DRUG STORE 
D®. ALFRED F. WEBSTER, 
DENTIST 
Has removed to 32 Bloor Street West. Tel. 3868, 


DR, FRAP K ¢. STOWE, Dentist 

iudent of Dr. Parmly Brown, New York. Office, 468 
Spadina Ave., close to College St. T ¢ 
use of Electric Mouth Illuminator. ee 


Se 
M W. SPARROW,L DS , Dental Surgeon 
H.W. Coe, Spetinn Avenue aed Geers be 

Special attention paid to palaiene Sporting a 


eee 
DES. BALL & ZIEGLER (Successors to 
Dr. 7 Rooms suite 23, Arcade, cor. Yo! 
and Gerrard Streets. Dr. Hipkine will be associated with 
his successors foratime. Houre9to5. Tel. 2232. 








MEDICAL, 


MASSAGE 


THOMAS COOK, 204 King Street West 
TELEPHONE 1286. 


D®: BERTHA DYMOND 
Diseases of Women and Children 
196 COLLEGE ST. 








TELEPHONE NO. 2583 


Dr. Oronhyatekha 


Special attention given to diseases of Throat, Lun 
Nervous System, Electricity and Inhalations. — 

Consultation rooms, 29 and 30 Canada Life Building. 
Hours—10 a.m. till 4 p.m., and 7 to 8 p.m. 


A M. ROSEBRUGH, M.D., 
. EYE AND EAR SURGEON 
13] CHURCH STREET, TORONTO. 


NDERSON & BATES 


Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone 3922, No. 6 College Street, Toronto. 


OHN B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOMGOPATHIST 
Specialties—Diseases of Childrea and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


D® PALMER 


4O College Street 
Telephone 3190. 8rd Door from Yonge Street. 


GALBRAITH’S ACADEMY 


In affiliation with Academie Julian, Paris, France. 


School of Painting, Modeling and Drawing 


Young Women’s Christian Guild Building 
19 and 21 McGill Street, Teronto 
The pupil advances from the study of the finest antiques 
to the living model. 
Proressors—G. A. REID, R.C.A., J. W. L. FORSTER, 
RC.A., HAMILTON McOARTHY, R.O.A. 
Circulars and terms on application at the studios, or_by 
mail on addressing the Secretary. 



































In Canada. 





ATTEND THE BEST—IT PAYS. 
MiP tdID 
TORONTO AND STRATFORD. 
importance To spend 
The Best Equipped your time and waste your 
SS would be a great mistake 
The Most Practical 4 89 unprofitable in- 
nothing in attendin 
Commercial Schools o schools. Satisfac 
refunded. Ooly one 
course of instruction—the 
hand and English Depart- 
mente Come and see 
Toronto location corner Yonge pare them with similar 
and Gerrard Streets. institutions. 


EEPR 7) f 
C& x CUEGEL 

The Largest nl a af te ton 
money in a poor one 
vestment. You” risk 
on guaranteed or money 
best. Commercial, Short- 
our Colleges and com. 

SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals. 


USINESS 


Sec’y, 








MEISTERSCHAFT SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES 
20 Queen Street West 
Conversational lessons in French, German, Italian, etc. 
Preparations for University examinations. JAMES CUSIN, 
Principal, of Neuchatel, Switzerland. 


FITS 


There are a great many kiode of fite, 
but the worst is a pair of boots that 
don’t fit. Wehave overcome that diffi 
culty. From our long experience in 
business we can tell whether or not a 
boot will fit. That is the kind we buy. 
Then we order them in } sizes and 
different widths, which makes the 
certainty of a fit doubly certain. 
We have some of the daintiest 
shoes you ever saw this season. 


HH. & C, 
BLACH FORD 


83 te 39 
King Street East 















WHO'S YOUR 
HATTER 


4 





ESTABLISHED 1867 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 


*"Pheme 2575 


Dry Kindling Wood 


Delivered any address, 6 crates $1.00; 13 orates $2 00. 
A orate holds as much as @ barrel. 


HARVIE & CO, 20 Sheppard Street 
Telephone 1570 or send Poet Oard. 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 
6 and 8 Jordan Street 

This well-known restaurant, having been recently en. 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare oare- 
fully arranged and choi xe, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be " 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, jevor. 
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OF BABY-CARRIAGES IN BASEMENT. 


R.WALKE 


THE GOLDEN LION, 33. 3 


5: 


37: 


R & SONS. 


39, .41 and 43 King Street East, 


a 

» dependent and 
> and integrity of 
tones. With the 


) first place in 
intending 


AMON 


r bu 


large and 


see it before thev decide to buy 
] 
i 


the advantages of 


OUR CLEARING SALE YOU CAN SAVE FROM 25 TO 50 
‘ PER 


KENT 


and Importers, - 


=—— Mannfacturers 


Social and Personal. 

nued trom Page Four 
They came up to attend | 
Mr. a teeatend 


Conti 
of Mrs. Strickland. 
the wedding of their son, 
Strickland. 


Mr. W. E. Davis, the very popular electrical 
engineer of the Toronto Railway, has recovered 
from his long illness cf typhoid fever and has | 
River, Mass., to re- 


cuperate. | 


gone to his home, Fall 


Mr. W. R. Kirkpatrick of the Bank of To- | 
ronto, Cobourg, is in town for the Easter holi 


days. 


* 


Miss McClure of Spadina avenue has 


returned from Boston and Quebec. 


. 
linner 
ek. 


Mr. S. C. Paterson gave a at the | 


Albany Club on Tuesday of last we 
. 


King are | 
York for } 


Miss Helen 


Hill of New 


Mrs. Jack King and 
registered at the Murray 


Easter week 


Miss Maud Harris of rv street left on | 


Saturday for a trip to Bost 


rr. Andrew Smith entertained a large num 


linner rece 


ver of friends at 


x. W. Stri s brother 


aul 


land is visiting I 


Mr. Ale 
t 114 Mel street. 


Mr. Webb ting in 


ndon, 


Rowland F, has been vis 


friends ! 
Nas 


Walke 
Wednesday week, at 


Hor 


her residence, i 


Mrs. E r was At ne to her 


street. 


Three beautiful memorial windows were un 
last Sunday. 
of the late 
John Worthington, the right hand window in 
Walker left 
of the late Miss Fan 


veiled in Stephen’s church 


St. 


1e center window is in memory 


memory of the late Mrs, and the 
hand window in memory 
nie L. 
testimony 


signer, Mr, N. T. Lyon, « 


handsome 
of the de 


hurch street, 


Kernedy. All three ear 


to the artistic exvellence 


The Lost Cord. 


| PARNALI 


| HALL 
| PARKER 


| STAICKLAND 


Judge. 


Out of Sight. 


Fiakaway Jones—Does yo’ want ter be inter 
juced to dat stylish lookin’ gyrl ober dar / 
Thomas Jefferson—No, sah. Do you s’pose I 


Flakaway Jones—She got on glub's, Brudder 
Jefferson, but she is in mournin’, an’ dey doan’ 


car's to meet a lady dat don’t w’ar giub's? 
show. | 


RETIRING 


| @tc.. 


| SHAW 


CENT. COME AND SEE. 


BRUTHERS 
168 Yonge Street, Toronto 


I’ ROM BUSINESS 


Sure of His Game. 
Durstan—Getting anything ? 
Shore Habitue—No. 

Durstan— Perhaps you're not using the right 


kind of bait. 

Shore Habitue— You bet I am. Brother Bill 
fell off’n this rock a spell ago an’ I’ve tied th’ 
apple-jack on my hook. If he’s within forty 
rod he ll reach fer it. 


—__—____ = —______——- 


Didn’t Specify the Kind. 


‘You told me you were an orphan,” said 
Harley, “‘and now that we are married I find 


; you have a mother.” 


‘*T was a grass-orphan,” said Mrs, H., *‘ when 


I told you that.” 


EASTER .. 


" NOVELTIES 


Some 


Flower 


3ohemian 
Sets, 


very pretty 


Tubes, Lemonade 
in the new colors. 

New Shapes WHITE 
( I { | N A for decorating. 


WEDDING 


C&C. 


in 


GIFTS 


‘WILLIAM JUNOR 


Tel. 2177 109 King St. West 


| The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 
ELLIS—April 4, Mra. F Ellise—a daughter (atiliborr ) 
IRWIN—March 25, Mes. T. W. [rwin—a daughter. 
McLAREN—March 22, Mra H. McLaren—a son 
TRESS—March 26 Mrs. Frarcia Trese—twin daughters 
H+ ZELAURST—March 31, Mre E B. Hs zelhuret—a son 
0, Mre. A. E. Costes—a daughter 
5, Mre. Jchn McBear—a daughter 


Marriages. 
SPRAGGE—B4ARNHARDT—At the Church of the Holy 
Trinity, Toronto, John Gev. Spragge, of Priest & 
Spragge, Owen Sound, to Mary E , eldest daughter of 

the late S. J. Barnhardt, Toronto. 
BARBER—On 30th ult®, by Rev. Dr 
Barber to James Patterson Shaw, 


COATES—March 
¥cBEAN—Moerch 


Thomas 

Winnie both of 
Toronto 

BOOTH—WATKINS—April 3 
Watkins 


Harry M. Booth to Katie 


MANSON—March 21, W. H. Parnall to Chris 
tena Manson 

MEDD— McKEAN — March 31, James Medd to Jane McKean 

MAJOR—TURNER—March 29, J. A. Major to Elizabeth 
Torner 

PARKES 
Rogers 

DANCY—Ap:il4, W. H_ Hall to Charlotte J. Dancy. 

BYRNE—April 5, Charles W. Parker to Agnes 


ROGERS—March 28 G. H. Parkes to Lily 


Byrne 

BRIGHT — April Peroy D’Eynecourt 
Strickland to Mabel Georgina Bright 

GOLTLOP—KIDD—April E. J. Gollop to Hanna M. Kidd. 

GRANT—CODY—April, Rev. James Harris to Hannah L. 


Cody 


Deaths. 


ORDE—April 1, Margaret Orde, aged 77 

ACKROW— April 4, Mra. Ackrow, aged 70. 
LATOH—April 4, Sarah Latch, aged 68 

EV 4NS—April, John Evans, aged 88 

KC KAR DT— April 5, Charlotte Eckardt 
FARNCOMBE—April 4, Frederick Farncombe, age! 67. 
JONES—April 2, Frederick Jones, aged 71. 
PARTRIDGE—April 5, Mary Jane Partiidge. 

SM) TH—April 3, Jacob Smith, aged 76 
WILSON—April 4, Rev. Andrew Wilson, aged 69. 
HARRIS—Maroh 28, W. ©. Harris. 

STORM—March 28, Agnes O. Storm, aged 38. 
FURNIVAL—March 28, Sarah A. Fuarnival, aged 27. 
ARNOLD—March 30, Sarah Arnold, aged 54 
LAIDLAW—Maroh 29 Maggie McColl Laidlaw 
MACKENZIE—March 30, Jane Macker z e, aged 68, 
THOMSON— March 30, David A. Thomeon, aged 5%. 
HUNTER—March 30, £l'za Hunter, aged 84 


WILL WASH 


This handsome and artistic lamp 


shade is made from the celebated 


BRAINERD & ARMSTRONG 
‘CROCHET SILK. 


>< 4 Se 


and you will receive their latest 


and best book on Decorative Art Needlework by return mail. 


0 
AN ELEGANT ASSORTMENT! BRAINERD & ARMSTRONG’S WASH SILKS 


It tells you 


all about Knitting, Crocheting, Embroidering, and other 
fascinating fancy work fads. 





.* 


The Fashionable Trunk for 1893 can be Purchased in all Sizes and Qualities at 


H. E. CLARKE & CO., 105 King Street West. 


Telephone 233. 


RADAM’S MICROBE KILLER 


IS ALL THAT ITS NAME IMPLIES 
WHY NOT USE IT, THEN ? 


When you know doctors fail you. There is no sense in juggling with 
drugs that are administered upon a bases of conjecture. 


As far as internal medicinal treatment is concerned, the doctors grope just as much around 
in the dark now as they did a hundred years ago. 

Their diagnosis is just as often wrong as right in most cases of disease. If one prescription 
does not fill the bill, they. vary it by experimenting with another upon the bodies of their 
victims, 

This structure does not apply to all of them ; for, to their honor be it said, many acknow- 
ledged the truths enunciated herein, and are willing to still learn how, and in what way, to cure 
their patients quickest ; and to them it makes no difference what the remedy is, quack nostrum 
or what not, so Jongas it cures. Such physiciaas are Philanthropists and Samaritans. The 
others are *‘Grabbers” principally for their patients’ ‘‘ Dollars,” regardless of the outcome of 
their treatment. They send in their bill just the same, ‘‘ Kill or Cure.” 

Let those who wish to be cured without doctors try M. K., and those doctors who find their 
patients beyond the skill of their own prescriptions should also trv M. K. 

Common Sense and Natural Laws govern the actions of M. K. It is simply a discovery of 
Nature’s method to heal the sick. 


For sale at all Reputable Chemists in this city and elsewhere. 


Prices are: For large jars, $3; small jars, $1, 


Specific information for the use of M. K., can be had free of charge by applying to the Main 
Office, at Toronto, Ontario, 


ELLIS— March 30, Mabel Teresa Ellis. 

MILLS—March 31, John A. Mills, aged 46. 

ALTON—March 30, John Alton. age’ 72 

ALEX ANDER—April 1, Frederick W. Alexander, aged 3. 
DICK—April 1, Agnes Dick. 

LANGSTONE—April 1, Rebecca 8. B. Langston, aged 39 
YOUNG—April 1, Arthur F. H. Young, aged 23 
LAIRD—April 1, Alfred T. Laird 

MARLATI—April |—Mandana Elizabeth Marlatt. 


SHUTER—April 1, Joseph Shuter, aged 76 
CHESTER—April 3, Thomas Chester, aged 79. 
HARE—April 3—Jchn Wesley Hare, aged 65 
INSIST UPON A | 
HEINTZMAN CO. 
When you are ready to purchase a Piano for a lifetime, 
not the makeshift instruments for a few years’ use, but the 


Py! 
CZ 


Your dGoctos 


20 Ibs. 


Nestlé’s 


will tell you 
it is the 
safest diet 
for baby 


> 


Piano whose sterling qualities will leave absolutely nothing 
to be desired, them insist upon having a 


HEINTZMAN & CO P.:ANO 


Its pure singing tone is not an artifical quality soon to 
wear away, leaving harshness in place of brilliancy, dul 
ness in place of sweetness, but an inherent right of the 
Heintzman. Forty-five years of patient endeavor upon 
thie point, non-deterioration with age, has made the Heintz- 
man what is isthe acknowledged standard o 
durability. 


CATALOGUES FREE ON APPLICATION 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


117 King Street West 


nty new book, The Baby, by the best 
ies Ou baby life, free to every mother 
1s her address and mentions this paper. 

Thos. Leeming & Company, 
a5; &t. Peter St., Montreal. 


PTE 
PACIFIC Ky. 


@ PEOPLE'S 
POPULAR 
© 


ONE WAY 


PARTIES 


Will leave Toronto at 11.20 p.m. 
EVERY FRIDAY 


For British Columbia, Washington, Oregon, 
Califernia in Tourist Sleeping Oars, Terente te 
Seatt’e without change. 


EVERY FRIDAY 


A through Tourist Sleeping Oar will leave Toronto at 
8 45am. for Boston, Mass., and 


EVERY WEONESDAY 


Athrough Tourist Sleeping Car will leave Toronto st 
3 p.m. for Chicage until farther notice. 


Apply to any ©. P. R. Ticket Agent for 
full partioulars. 


ATKINSON'S 
rat MIS) fet 
= ace TO) wi) Ie sk 


FINE FURNITURE 


FOR 


Drawing-Room 
Bedroom 


Dining-Room 
IN THE LATEST DESIGNS 


And at Reasonable Prices. 


The CHAS, ROGERS & SONS 00, Li 


97 Yonge Street 


CARPET CLEANING 


Done by the HYGIENIC Carpet- 
Cleaning Machine. 


We also clean Carpets Without REMOV- 
ING from the floor if necessary, 


SATISFACTION GUARANT; ED. 
ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 


J. & J. L. OMALLEY 


FURNITURE WAREROOMS 
Telephene 1057 160 Queen St. West 





